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them what men have equally adorned it, and been 
adorned by it, I might not unfitly apply to them, what 
Horace faid to the Pifo's. 



-Ne forte PuJori 



Sit tihi Mufa Lyra filers & Canter Apollo. 

For my own inconfiderable pretenfions te verfe, I 
(hall, I confefs, think better even of them, than I have 
ever yet done, if they (hall afford me the honour to be- 
always thought, 

My Lord, 

Your Lordfhip's molt obedient, 

And. devoted humble fervant, 

N.'ROWE* 



j> P R O* 
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PROLOGUE. 

CjINCE toyourfam 9 d fore-fathers quite contrary, 

You from their pleafures, as their wifdom vary ; 
What art, what method, Jball tfpe poet find* 
To hit the tafiPof edchfamaftU mind ; ^ 

Legions of joys your wandering fancies lead, •% 

Like fummer flies, which in the Jhambles breed \ \ 

Koch year theyfwqrm anew, and to the la/if ucceed. J 

Time >wds, when fools ]>y felfawjbip were known} -\ 

But now they fir ay ; and in this populous town > 

Each coxcomb has -a folly of his own. J 

Some drefsfr fome dance* feme play ; not to forget 
Your piquet parties^, andyour dearbajfet, 
Somepralfe, foike rail, fome bow, and feme male faces ; 
Your country fquires hunt foxes, your court, places, 
The city too Jills up the various fecae, 

Where fools lay wagers, and where wife mejf win § y 

One rail? at Caliafof a late mif chance ; 
One grumbles, and cries up tbzpow*r of France ; 

'■ This man talks politics, and* that takes pills ; 
One cures his own, and one the nation's ills* 
Wow fiddling^ and the eharms of finfffong % win ye \ 

. HarmoiiouS Peg, aneTwarbkhg Vakntini. " 

As to your drinking '-but, forfhat % wefpatt //, "> 

Nor with your owtr vile deUghts compare h, '* > 

There 9 sjometbing more than found, there' sfenfe in claret* J 

Mean-while negleShdverfey in long Jijgrace 9 

Amongftyour many pleafires finds noplace ; 

The* fyittuoto laws of common fmfe forfevearing, 

You damn us, Mie pacJ^d juries, without bearing* 

Each puny wbipfier here, is wit enough, y 

With fcornful airs, andfuperciliousfnuff r £ 

To cry, l l r his tragedy* sfucb damned grave fluff* j 

But now we hope more equal judges come r 

Since Flanders fends the generous warriors borne : 

You that have fought for liberty and laws, 1 

Whofe valour the proud Gallic tyrant awes t f 

Join to ajfert the finking mufef caufe j J 

Since the fame fiame, ey afferent ways expreft 9 d r 

Glows in the heroes and the poet 9 s breaft % 

The fame great thoughts, that roufeyou to the fight t 

hjpire the mufe % and bid the poet write* 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS 

MEN. 

Covent-Garden. 
Hcngift, kifag of Kent, fon to Hengift, 

the firfl &ur0ff invader of Britain, Mr, Wrougtiton* 

Aribert, his brother, — — Mr. Lewis. 

Offa x 2l Saxon prince, — — — — Ml. WhitefiekL 

Seofrid, fir,ft minifter and favourite to 

the king, — . , — — Mr, Hull. 

<4)fwald % friend to Aribert, — Mr. Robfbiu 

W O M E N. 

Rodogune, a Saxon princefs, lifter «► 

Offa? betrothed to the king, — Mrs. Ward* 

Ei Belinda, a Britijb lady , privately 
. married to Ariberty — — Mrs. Hartley. 

Priells, Officers, Soldiers, and other Attendants. 

SCENE, in Kent, about twenty years after the firft in- 
. .vafipn of Britain by the Saxons.. 
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THE 

ROYAL CONVERT. 



•^* The lines difi'wgttifhed hy Inverted comae, * tbut* are omitted in the 
Representation, and tbofe printed in Italia are the additions of 
the Theatre, 



A C T I. 

SCENE, a palace. 
. Enter Aribert and Ofwald. 

Aribbrt. 

UCH are, my friend, the joys our tore* haye known> 

i So flill to be defired, fo ever new, 
Nor by fruition pall'd, nor chang'd by abfence* 
Whatever the poets dreamt of their Elyfium, 
Or what the faints believe of the firft paradife, 

* When natnre was not yet deform'd by winter, 

* But one perpetual beauty crown'd the year,* 
Such have we found 'em flill, flill, * flill' the fame. 

O/w. Such grant, kind Heaven, their courfe to be for 
But yet, my prince, forgive your faithful Ofwald, [ever! 
If he believes you melt with too much tendernefs ; 
Your nob le heart forge ts its na tive greatnefs* 
Andtmks in foftnefs when you languiih thus, 
TEus figh and murmur but for fix days abfence. [.young,* 

Ar* Chide not; but think if e'er, * when thou were 
Thou loVdft thyfelf, now thou wert wpnt to judge 
Of time, of love, of abfence and impatience. 
What ! fix long days, and never write nor fendl 
Tho 9 Adplmar and Kenwald, faithful both, . 
Were left behind, to bring me tidings from her i 
How, Ethelinda ! how haft thou forgot me! 

Ofw* Ptfbais I it*] but if the pain be fuch, 
• n - Why 
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i© THE ROYAL CONVERT. 

Why is the fair one, who alone can eafe it, 
Thus far divided from your longing arms ? 
'Twere better ne'er to part, than thus to mourn. 

Ar. Oh, Ofwald ! is there not a fatal caufe } 
Thou know'ft my Ethel inda 

Opw. Is a chridian \ 
A name by Saxons, and their gods, abhorr'd. 
To me her differing faith imports not much ; 
''Tis true, indeed, bred to my country's manners,, 
I worfhip as my fathers did before me, 
Unpra£is'd in difputes, and wrangling fchools, 
I feek no farther knowledge, and fo keep 
My mind at peace, nor know the pain of doubting : 
What others think I judge not of too nicely, 
But hold, all hone ft men are in the right. * 

sJr. Then know yet more ; for my whole bread is thine, 
Ev'n all my fecret foul : I am a chriftian. 
*Tis wonderful 'to tell ; for Oh, my Ofwald 1 
I liften'd to the charmer of my heart. 
Still, as rhe night that fled away, I fate, 
I heard her, with an eloquence divine, 
Reafon of holy and myflerious truths j 
Of HeavVs mod righteous doom, of man's injustice ; 
Of laws to curb the will, and bind the puflions j 
Of life, of death, and immortality ; 
4 Of gnafhing fiends beneath, and pains eternal ; 
* Of Sarry thrones, and endlefs joys above/ 
My very foul was aw'd, was fhook within me ; 
Methoughtl heard diftin&,'I faw mbft. plain, 
Some angel, in my Ethel inda's form, 
Point out my way to everl ailing happinefs. 

Ofw. *Tis wonderful, indeed ! and yet great faulty 
By nature half divine ? fbar to the ftars, 
And hold a near acq uaintance with tne gods. 
And, Oh, my prince ! when I furvey thy virtue* 
I own the feal of Heav'n imprinted on thee ; 
I fland convinc'd that good and holy powers 
Infpire and take delight to dwell within thee. 
Yet c rouds will ftill believe^and priefls will teach. 
As wanclMng fancy, and as jnt'reft leaoT 
How will the king, and our fierce Saxon chiefs. 

Approve 
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THE ROYAL CONVERT. it 

Approve this bride and fa\th ? Had royal Hengift, 
Thy father, liv'd 

Ar. 'Tis on that rock we perifh ; 
Thou bring'ft his dreadful image to my thoughts, 
And now he {lands before me, ftormy, fierce, 
Imperious, unrelenting, and to death 
Tenacious of his purpofe, once refolv^d. 
tuft fuch he feems, as when fevere and frowning 
He forc'd the king, my brother, and myfelf, 
To kneel and fwear at Woden's cruel altar, 
Firft, never to forego our country's gods ; 
Then made us vow, with deepeft imprecations, 
If it were either's fortune e'er to wed, 
Never to chufe a wife among the chriftians. 

Ofw. Have you not fail'd in both ? 

Ar. 'Tis true, I have \ 
But for a caufe fo juft ; fo worthy of me, 
That not t'have fail'd in both, had been t'have fail'd. 
Yes, Ofwald, by the confcious judge withia, 
So do I Hand acquitted to myfelf, 
That were my Eithelinda free from danger, 
On peril of my life I would make known, 
And to the world avow my love and faith, 

O/kv* I dare not, nay, 'tis fure I cannot blame you: 
* You are the fecret worfhip of my foul. 
,* To me fo perfect, that you cannot, err.' 
But, Oh, my prince, let me conjure you now, 
By that moft faithful fervice I've ft ill paid you, 
By love, and by the gentle Ethelinda, 
Be cautious of your danger, reft in filence. 
In holy matters, zeal may be your guide, 
And lift you on her flaming wings to Heav'n ; 
But here on earth truft reafon, and be fafe. 

Ar, Tis true, the prefent angry face of things, 
Befpeaks our cooleft thoughts : the Britifh king, 
Ambrofius, arms, and calls us forth to battle, 
Demanding back the fruitful fields of Kent, 
"By Vortigern to royal Hengift given ; 
A mean reward for all thofe Saxon lives 
"Were loft, in propping Britain's finking ftate. 

X)fw. The war with Britain is a diftant danger, 
Nor to be weigh'd with our domeftic fears. 

Young 
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i* THE ROYAL CONVERT, 

Young Offa, chief among our Saxon princes, 
Who at the king's entreaty friendly came 
From Northern Jutland, and the banks of Elbe t 
With twice ten thoufand warriors to his aid, 
Frowns on our court, complains aloud of wrongs, 
And wears a public face of difcontent. 

Ar. 'Tis faid he is offended, that the king 
Delays to wed his fitter. 

Oftus 'Twas* agreed, 
*Twas made the nrft condition of their friendfliip, 
And fworn with all the pomp of priefts and altars, 
That beauteous Rodogune mould be our queen : 
Then wherefore this delay ? The time was fix'd, 
The feafl was bid, and mirth proclaim'd to all ; 
The crowd grew jovial with the hopes of holydays, 
And each, according to our country s manner, 
Prov ok'd his fellow with a friendly bowl«_ 
And bleis'd the royal pair : when on the morn, 
The very morri that fhould have jdin'd their hands, 
The king forbade the rites. 

Ar. Two days are part, . 
Nor has my brother yet difclos'd the caufe. 
Lad night, at parting from him, he ftopt fliort, 
Then catch'd my hand, and with a troubled accent*, * 
With words that fpoke like fecret fliame and forrow, 
He told me he had fomething to impart, 
And wifh'd that I would wait him in the morning. 

Ofw. But fee, prince Offa and his beauteous filler ! 
The king's moft favour'd counfellor, old Seofrid, 
Is with 'em too. * 

Ar, Retire; I would not meet 'em, 
That princefs, Ofwald, is efteem'd a wonder. 
To me ftie feems moft fair ; and yet, methinks, 
Doft thou not mark } There is I know not what 
Of fullen and fevere, of fierce and haughty^ 
That pleafes not, but awes \ I gaze aitomfh'd, 
And fear prevents d efire. — •—' So men tremble, 
•When lightening (hoots in glittering trails along : 
* It fliines, 'tis true, and gilds the gloomy night ; 
4 But where it ftrikes, 'tis fatal.' [Exeunt Ari. WOfv* 
Enter Otib, Rodogune, Seofrid, and attendants.^ 

Offa. By Woden, no! I will not think he meant it ; 

2 Revenge 
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THE ROYAL CONVERT. ij 

Revenge bad elfe been fwift. So high I hold 

The honour of afoldier and a king, 

I wo'not think your mailer meant to wrong me. 

Let him beware, however jealous friendfhip, 

And beauty's tender fame, can brook no flights. 
What in a foe I pardon or defpife, 
Is deadly from a friend, and fo to be repaid. 
Seof. Whatever fame or ancient ftory tells, 
Of brother's love, or celebrated friends, 
Whole faith, in perils oft, and oft in death, 
Severely had been try'd, and never broke, 
Such is the truth, and fuch the grateful mind 
Of royal Hengift to the princely OfFa. 
Nor you, fair princefs, [To Rodogune.] frown, if wars 

and troubles, 
If watchful councils, and if cares, which wait 
On kings, the nurfing-fathers of their people, 
With-hold a while the monarch from your arms. 

Rod. When fierce Ambrofius leads the Britons forth, 
Thunders in arms % and fliakes the dufty field. 
It fuits thy wary matter's caution well. 
To fit with dreaming hoary heads at council, 
And wafte the midnight taper in debates."" 
But let him (till be wife, confult his fafety, 
And trouble meno more. Does he fend thee 
With tales of dull refped-t, and faint excufes ? 
Tell him, he might have fparM the formal meflage, 
Till fome kind friend had told him how I languiih'd, 
How like a turtle I bemoan*d his abfence. 

Seof. Pardon, fair excellence, if faltering age 
Profanes the paffion I was bid to paint, 
And drops the. tale imperfedt, from my tongue. 
But loverVbeft can plead their caufe themfelves ; 
And fee, your flave, the king, my mafler, comes, 
<To move your gentle heart with faithful vows, 
And pay his humble homage at your feet. 

Enter the King^ Guards, and other Attendants. 
King. But that I trufl not to that babbler, Fanu, 
Who, carelefs of the majeity of kings, 
Scatters lewd lies among the crowd, and wins 
The eafy ideots to believe in monfters, 

B I Oiould' 
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I (hould hare much to charge you with, my brother ; ' 

I ftand accusM ■ ■ 

Of a. How, Sir I 

King* So fpeaks report, 
* As wanting to my honour and my friend ; 
By you I (land accus'd. 

Offa. Now, by our friendship, 
If that be yet an oath, refolve me, Hen gift, 
Whence are thefe,doub» between u&« whence this coldneft E 
Say, thou, who know'ft, what fudden fecret thought 
Has tfepp'd between, and dafiYd the public joy ? 
Thou call'ft me brother ; wherefore wait the priefts, 
And fuffet Hymen's holy fires to languifh ? 
. What hinders but that now the rites oegin, 
That now we lofe aU thoughts of paft difplcafure* 
And in the temple tie the facred knot 
Of love and friendship to endure for ever I 

King. What hinders it indeed, but that which inakeil 
This medly war within ; but that which caufea 
This ficknefs of the foul, and weighs her down 
With more than mortal carca ? 

Of a. What (tail I call 
This fecret gloomy grief, that hides its he id 
And loves to lurk in (hades ? Have royal minds 
Such thoughts as fliun the day ? 

King. Urge me no farther, 
But, like a friend, be willing not to know 
What to reveal would give thy friend a pain. 
Be itill the partner of my heart, and mare 
In arms and glory with me! but, Oh ! leave, 
Leave me alone to ftruggle thro* oue thought, 
One fecret anxious pang that jars within mp « 
That makes me aft a madman's part before thee, 
And talk contusion— — If thou art my friend, 

Thou haft'heard me, and be fatisfyM if not, 

I have too much defcended fro n myfelf 

To make the mean requeft— -but reft we here. 

To you, fair princefs — — 

Rod. No ! — there needs no more ; 
For I would fpare- thee the unready tale. 
Know, faithleYs king;» I give thee back thy vows, 
£&& bid jjiee fin fecure, be fafeiy pcr j urM, 
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Since, if our gods behold thee with my eyes, 
Their thunder ihall be kept for nobler vengeance, 
And what they fcorn/like me, they lhall forgive. 
1 King. When anger lightens in the fair-one s eye3,. ' 
Lowly we bow, as to offended Heaven, 
With blind obedience, and fubmiffive worihip; 

* Nor with too curious boldnefs raftily reafon 

* Of what is juft or unjuft, fuch high pow'r 
4 Is to its felf a rule, and cannot err. 

* Yet this may be permitted me to fpeak,* 
Howe'er the prefent circumflance reproach me, 
Yet &ill my heart avows your beauty's pow'r, 
tyy eyes confefs you fair. — ^ 

iRod. Whate'tr I am 
Is of myfelf, by native worth exifHng, 
Secure and independient or thy praife ; ' 

Nor let it feera too proud a boaft, if minds 
By nature great, are confcious of their greatneft, 
And hold it mean to borrow ought from flattery. 

King. You are offended, lady. 
p Rod. Hengifl, ho. 

Perhaps thou think'ft this generous indignation, 
That blufhing burns upon my glowing cheek, 
And fparklesm my eyes, a woman's weaknefs, 

* The malice of a poor for faken maid, 

* Who rails at faithless man.'-~Miftaken monarch !*— 
For know, e'en from the firfl, my foul difdain'd thee ; 
Nor am I left by thee, but thou by me. 

* So was thy falfhoed to my will fubfervient, 

* And by my purpofe bound* Thus man, tho' limited 
4 By fate, may vainly think his a&toris free, 

4 While all*he does, was at his hour of birth, 

* Or by his gods, or potent ftars ordain'd.* 

Ojfa. No more, my filter : let the gown-men talk^ 
Andiriark out right and wrong in noify courts ; 
While the brave find a nearer way to julKce. 
They hold themfelves thebalance\nd thefword, 
And fuffer wrong from none. 'Tis much beneath me, 
To afk again the debt you owe to honour ; 
So that be fetisf> 'd, we fHll are friends, 
And brothers of the war. But mark me, Hengift, 
I am not us'd to wait ; and if -this day 

B z . Fafii 
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Pafs unregarded as the former two, 
Soon as to-morrow dawns expert me—— 

King. Where? 

Ofa. Arm'd in the field— r— 

Seof. [To the King.] Befeech you, Sir, be calm, 
The valiant prince— 

Ofa. Tho' I could wifh it otherwife. 
And fince the honour of the Saxon name, 
And empire here in Britain, refts upon thee, 
Believe me, I would ftill be found thy friend. 

f Exeunt OfFa, Rodogune, and Attendants^ 

King. No, I renounce that friendftiip ! Perifh too, 
^Perifti that name and friendfhip both for ever ! 
What are the kingdoms of the peopled earth, 
What are their purple and their crowns to me, 
If I am curs'd within, and want that peace 
w Which every flave enjoys ? 

Seof. My royal mailer, 
It racks my aged heart to fee you thus ; 
But, Oh ! what aid, what counfel can I bring you. 
When all yon eaftern down, ev'n to the furgc 
That bellowing bea'ts on Dover's chalky cliff, 
With creiled helmets thick embattl'd fhines ? 
With thefe your friends, what are you but the greateft t 
With thefe your foes — Oh, let me lofe that thought, 
And rather think I fee you Britain's king ; 
Ambrofius vanquifhM, and the fanheft Pi6b 
Submitted to your fway, tho* the fame fcene ; 

Difcover'd to my view the haughty Rodogune ■' 

Plac'd on your throne, and partner of your bed. 

King. What ! would! barter beauy forambitioa^ 
• Foriake my Heav'n of love, to reign in hell ;' 
Take a domeilic fury to my breafh 
And n ever kno w one minute's peace again ? 
Statesman, thou reafon'ftiin By mighty Thor, 
Who wields the thunder, I will rather chafe 
TFo meet their fury. Let 'em come together, - 
Young Offa and Ambrofius. Tho' my date 
Of mortal life*be (hort, it (hall be glorious ; 
Each minute fhall be rich in fome great action , 
To f peak the king, the hero, and the lovpr. 
~ Seof. * Thcheroandthc king are glorious names ; 

* But, 
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1 But, Oh, my mafter ! Wherefore is the lover i* 
In honour's name remember what you are, 
Break from the bondage of this feeble paflion, 
And urge yotfr Way to glory : leave with fcorn 
Unmanly pleafures to unmanly minds, 
And thro' the rough, the thorny paths of danger, 
^Afpire to virtue and immortal greatnefs. 

King. Hence with thy hungry, dull, untimely morals. 
Th e fond deludin g fophiftry of ichook. 
Who would be great, but, to be happy too ? 
* And yet fuch ideots are we, to exchange 
4 On* peace and plcafure for the trifle glory ;• 
What is the monarch, mighty, rich, and great ? 
What, but the Common vi&im of the ftate : 
Born to grow old in cares, to wafte his blood, 
^And ftill be wretched for the public good ? 
** So, by the prfefts, the nobleft of the kind 

Is to atone the angry gods defign'd ; 

And while the meaner fort from death are freed, *} 

The mighty bull that wont the herd to lead, > 



Is doom'd, for fatal excellence, to bleed. 
End of the First Act. 



[Exeunt. 



ACT II. 

Enter the King and Seofrid. 

King. 

NO more 6f thefe unneceflary doubts : 
Thy c6ld, thy 'cautious age is vainly anxious, 
Th^ fears are inaUfpicious to my courage, 
And chill the native ardour of my foul. 
This fullen, cloudy fey, that bodesaftorm, 
Shall clear, and every danger fleet away : 
Our Saxons fhall forget the prefent difcord, 
And urge the Britons with united arms ; 
Hymen fhall be aton'd, fhall join two hearts. 
Agreeing, kind, and fitted for each other, 
And Aribert fhall be the pledge of peace. 

Seof. Propitious god of love, incline his heart 
y© melt betore her eyes, to meet her wifhes, 

: B 3 Andr 
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And yield fubmiffion to the haughty maid. 

* Thou that delight'fKn cruel wantonnefs, 
4 To join unequal necks beneath thy yoke, 

* For once be gentle, and infpi re both hearts 

* With mutual flames, that each may burn alike* 

* Oft haft thou ruin'd kingdoms, fave one now ; 
4 And thofe who curs'd thee, 

4 Parfimonious age, 

4 And rigid wifdom, (hall raife altars to thee.* 
Enter Aribert. 

King. But fee, he comes, * and brings our wiihes with 
Oh, Aribert ! my foul has long defir'd thee, [hinu* 

Hat waited long for thy relief, and wanted 
To (hare the burden which (he bears with thee, 
And give thee half her furrows, 

Ar. Give me all, 
Ev'n all the pain you feel, and let my truth 
Be greatly try'd ; let there be much to fuffer, 
To prove how much my willing heart can bear, 
To eafe my king, my brother, and my friend. 

King* I know tbee ever gentle in thy nature, 
1 Yielding and kind, and tender in thy friendihip,' 
And therefore all my hope of neace dwells with thee. 
For, Oh, my heart has laboured long with pain, 
4 I haveendurM the rage of fecret grief, 
4 A malady that burns and rankles inward, * 
And wanted fuch a hand as thine to heal me. 

An Speak it, nor wound the foftnefs of my (but 
With thefeobfeure complainings ; fpeak, my lord. 

King. Firft then, this fetal marriage is my curie, 
This galling yoke* to which my neck is doom*d f 
This bride— -(he is my plague— fhe haunts my dreams, 
Invades the fofter filent hour of reft. 
And breaks the balmyllumber. Night grows tedious* 
Shefeems to lag, and hang her fable wings ; 
And yet I dread the dawning of the morn. 
As if fome fcreaming fprite had fhriekM, and call'd, 
Hengift, arife, to-morrow is thy laft. 

An A thoufand fpeaking griefs are in your eyes, 
To tell the rack within I read it plain* 
But, Oh, my king ! what prophet could have dreamt 
A turn like this, that beauty lhould deftroy, 
And love, which lhould have blefo'd you, curfe you moft } 

JGng. 
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Xing. Oh, wherefore nam'ft thou love? CaathcT^ fc* } 
jove. 
When choice, the free^th e che arful voice of nature» 
And rcafon's deareft: jm vilege .ls wanting i 
What cruel law* impofe a briae, or bridegroom, 
On any brute but man ? Obferve the beafts, 
And marie the feather'd kind ; does not the turtle. 
When Venus and the coming fpring incite him, 
Chufe out his mate himfelf, and love her moft, 
Becaufe he likes her beft ? But kings muft wed, 
(Curfe on the hard condition of their royalty ! ) 
That fordid flaves may toil and eat in peace. 

Ar. 'Tis hard indeed ! — Would (he had never come, 
Thi s 

King. So would I — but now— — 

Ar. Ay, now, what remedy ? 
When to refufe the Saxon OftVs fifler 
Shall (hake your throne, and make the name of Hengifi, 
The famous, the victorious name of Hengill, 
Grow vile and mean in Britain* 

King* Yes, my brother, 
There is a remedy, and only one. 
This proud, imperious fair, whofe haughty foul 
Difdams the humble monarchs of the earth, 

* Who foars elate, affec-ts to tread the flars, 

* And fcorns to mingle but with thofe above,' 
Ev'n (he, with all that majefty anil beauty, 

* The proudeftandthefaireftofherfex,* 
She has the paffions of a very woman, 
^And doats on thee, my Aribert. 

Ar. Onme!— 
What means my lord ? ImpoCble ! 

King. 'Tis true ; 
As true as that my happinefs depends 
Upon her love to thee. My faithful Seofrid 
Has piere'd into her very inmoft heart, 
And found thee reigning there» 

Ar. Then all is plain : 
My fwelling heart heaves at the wrong you do me, 
And wo'not be repreft. Some fiend from hell 
Has fhed his poifon in your royal breaft, 
And fhing you with the gnawing canker, jealoufy. 
But wherefore fhould 1 afk for fiends from hell, 

* And 
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* And trace the malice oi the thought from far/ 
Since the perfidious author ftands confefs'd i 
This villain has. traduced me. - 

4 'Serf. By the foul 

Of your victorious father, royal Hencpft, rf . 
My ever gracious* ever honeur'd matter, 
Much have you wronsfd your faithful Seofnd, 
To think that 1 would kindle wrath betwixt you, 
Or flrive to break your holy bond of brotherhood* 
4 King. No, Aribert, accufe him not, nor doubt 
His oft, his well- try'd faith. But caft thy eyes ' 
Back on thyfelf, and while I hold the mirror, 
Survey thyfelf, the certain caufe of love r 
Survey thy youthful form, by nature fafhion'3 
The moft unerring pattern or her ftill ; 
The pomp of iovelinefs (he fpreads all o'er thee* 
And decks thee lavifhly with ev'ry grace 
That charms in woman or commands in manj 
Behold— rior' wonder then if crowns are fcorh r d^ 
And purple majefly looks vile before thee. 
* Art. Oh \ whither, whither would you lead ? and . 
This prodigality of iFl-tim'd praife ? [ wn JF 

4 Serf. Were you not all my royal mailer faid, 
Form'd to enthral the hearts of the foft fex, 
Yet that<fhe loves is plain, from—- 
4 Aru Hence, thou fycophant x ? 
Serf. Your pardon* Sir ; it has not been my office. 
To forge a tale,' or cheat your ear with flattery, 
Nor have I other meaning than your fervice ; 
But that the princefs loves you is moft true. 
Emma, the chief, moft favoured of her women,. ' 
The only partner of her fecret foul, 
To me avow'd her paflion ; and however 
Her haughty looks refent the king's delay, 
Yet in her hearc with pleafure ftie applauds it, 
And would forego; tho' hard to womankind,' 
The pride, high place and dignity of empire, 
To fhare an humbler fate with princely 4riberc. . 

King. Why doft thou turn away ? Wherefore deform 
The grace and fweetnefs of thy fmiling, youth, 
With that ungentle frown ? Art thou not pleated 
To fee the tyrant beauty kneel before thee, 

4 pivefted 
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• Divefied of her pride, and yield to thee,' 
Unalk'd, a prize, for which, like Grecian Helen* 
The great ones of the earth might flrive in arms, 
And empires well be loft ? 

Art* Are we not brothers ? 
We are ; and nature form'd us here alike ; 
Save that her partial hand gave all the majefty 
And greatnefs to my king, and left me rich 
Only in plainnefs, friendihip, truth and tendernefs* 
Then wonder not our paffions are the fame; 
That the fame objects caufe our love and hate. 
You fay, you cannot love this beauteous ftranger 5 
Is not my heart like yours ? 
r King, Come near, my brother ; 
And while I lean thus fondly on thy boforo. 
I will difclofe my inmoft foul to thee, 
And (hew thee ev'ry fecret forrow there. 
I love, my Aribert ; I dote to death : 
The raging flame has touch'd my heart, my brain, 
And madnefs will enfue. 

Art. 'Tis raoft unhappy ! 
Bur fay, what royal maid, or Saxon born 
Or m the Britifh court, what fatal beauty 
Can rival Rodogune's imperial charms ? 

King. *Tis all a tale of wonder, 'tis a riddle. 
High on a throne, and royal as I am, 
I want a Have's confent to make me happv. 
Nay, more, poflefs'd of her I love, or Love, 
Or fome divinity more ftrong than Love, 
Forbids my blife, nor have I yet enjoy'd her. 
Tho* I have* taught my haughty heart to bow, 
Tho* lowly as flie is, of birth obfcure, 
And of a race unknown, I oft have offer'd 
To raife her to -my throne, make her my queen j 
Yet Hill her colder heart denies my fuit, 
And weeping, flill fhe aofwers, 'tis in vain. 

ArL Myfterious all, and dark ! yet fuch is love, 
And fuch the laws of his fantaftic empire* 
The wanton boy delights to bend the mighty, 
And feoffs at the vain wifdom of the wife* 

King. Here, in my palace, in this next apartment* 
Unknown to all but this my faithful Seofrid, 

The 
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The charmer of my eyes, mf heart's dear hope 
Remain*, at once my captive and my queen. 

Art. Ha ! in your palace ! here ! -*-*- 

King. Ev'n here, my brother. 
But thou, thou (halt behold n$r, for to thee, 
As to my other felf, I truft* The cares 
Of courts, and tyrant bufinefs, draw me hence | 
But Seofrid ftiall ftay, and to thy eyes 

[Tbe kingfigns to Seofrid, *vobo goes dttt f 
Difclofe the fecret treafure ! Oh, my Aribert, 
Thou wo*t not wonder what diftracts my peace, 
When thou behoJd'ft thofe eyes. Pity thy brother, 
And from the beach lend him thy friendly hand, 
Left, while conflicting with a fea of forrows, 
The proud waves over *bear him, and he perirti. 

Ar'u Judge me, juft heav'n, *nd you, my royal brother, 
If my own life be dear to me as yours. 
All that my fcanty pow'r can give is yours. 
If I am circuffifcrib'd by fate, Oh, pity me, 
That I can do no more ; for, Oh, my king ! 
I would be worthy of a brother's name, 
Would keep up all my int'reft in your heart, 
That when I krieel before you (as it foon 
May happen that I (hall) when I fall proftrate, 
And doubtfully and trembling a(k a boon, 
The greateft you can givfe* or I can aft, 
I may find favour in thsft day before you, 
And blefs a brother's love, that bids me live. 

King. Talk not of afking, but command my pow r r» 
ByThor, the greateft of our Saxon gods, 
I fwear, the day that fees thee join'd to Rodogane, 
Shall fee thee crown'd, and partner of my throrie* 
Whate'er our arms (hall conquer more in Britain, 
Thine be the pow'r, and mine but half the name. 
With joy to thee, my Aribert, I yield 
The wreaths and trophies of the dufty fields 
To thee I leave this nobleft ifte to fway, • * 

And teach the ftubborn Britons to obey ; 
While from my cares to beauty I retreat, V 

Drink deep the lufciotos banquet, and forget > 

That crowiw are glorious, or that kings are great. J 

. l&xttS3*g. 

. . &*• 
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• Art. * Oh, fatal love I . -j " >curft unamfpiciout flame ! 

* Thy baleful fires blaze *>'er us like a comet, 

* And threaten difcord, defolation, rage, 

* And moll malignant mifchief.'-*— Losr'd by Rodoguner! 
What I ! — inuft I wed Rodogune ! ~*Oh, mifery !— «« 
4 Fa ntaftic cruelty of hoodwink'd chance !' 

There is no end of thou ght-^r* the labyrinth winds, ** 

And I am loft for ever -Qh ! where now, 

Where is my Ethelinda now- !«-^ — that dear one, 
That gently us'd to breathe the founds of peace, 
4 Gently as dews defcend, or flumbers creep ;' 
That us'd to brood o'er my tempeftuoua foul, 
c Andhuflim« to a calm. , 

Enter Seofrid and Ethelinda* 

Seof. Thus ftill to weep, . 
Is to aceufe my royal matter's truth. 
He lpves you with the beft, the noblefl meaning ; 
With honour— .*- 

Etbch Keep, Oh, keep him in that thought, 
And fave me from pollution. Let me know 
All miferlqs befide, each kind of farrow, 

* And prove me with variety of pains, 

* Whips, racks, and flames:' for I was born to fuffer : 
And when the meafureof my-woes is full, 

That Pow'r in whom I truft will fet me free. 

Art. It cannot he-^-No, 'tis iliufion all. [Seeing her. 
Some mimic fantom wears the lovely form, 
Has learn'd the rank of her "voice,* to mock me, 
To ftrike me dead with wonder and with fear* 

Ethel. And do I fee thee then ! my lord ! my Aribert ! 
What! once more hold thee in my trembling arms 1 
Here let my day9, and here my forrows end : 
I have enpugh of lite. 

beef. Ha ! * what is this ! 

* But mark a little farther.' 
Ethel. Keep me here, 

Oh, bind me to thy bread, and hold me fail ; 
For if we part once more, 'twill be for ever. 
It is not to be told what ruin follows. 

* Tis more than death, 'tis all that we can fear, 
And we (hall never, never meet again. 

An. Then here, thus folded in each other's arms, 

Here 
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Here, let us here refolve to die together ; 

Defy the malice of our cruel fete, 

And thus preferve the facred bond inviolable, 

4 Which heav'n and love ordain'd to laft for ever/ 

But 'tis in vain, 'tis torn, 'tis broke already ; 

* And envious hell, with ks more potent malice, 

* Has ruin'd and deform'd the beauteous work of heav'n :* 
Elfe, wherefore art thou here ! tell me at once, 

And ftrike me to the heart But 'tis too plain : 

I read thy wrongs-— I read the horrid inceft 

* Seof. Ha! mceft, faidhe? Inceft [Ajide* 

Ethel. Oh! forbear 
The dreadful impious found ; I (hake with horror 
To hear it natn'd. Guard me, thou gracious heav'n, 
Thou that haft been roy fure defence till now, 
Guard me from hell, and that its blackeft crime. 

Art. Yes, ye celeftial hoft, ye faints and angels, 
She is your care, you minifters of goodnefs. 
For this bad world is leagu'd with hell againft her, 
And only you can fave hen— —I myfelf, [7# Ethel* 
Ev'n I am fwora thy foe, I have undone thee, 
My fbndnefs now betrays thee to deftru&ion. 

Ethel. Then all is bad indeed. 

Ari. Thou feeft it not. 
My heedlefs tongue has talk'd away thy- life : 
And mark the minifter of both our fates. 

[Pointing to Seofrid. 
Mark with what joy he hugs the dear difcovery f 
And thanks my folly for the fatal (beret : 

* Mark how already in his working brain, 

* He forms the well-concerted fcheme of mifchief : 

* 'Tis nVd, 'tis done, and both are doom'd to death ■ * 
And yet there is a paufe If graves are fiient, 

And the dead wake not to moleft the living, * 
Be death thy portion— die, and with thee die 
The knowledge of our loves. 

{ Aribert catches hold of Seofrid with one hand y witb tht 

other draws bis/word, and holds it to his brcajt. 
Seof What means my lord ? 

Mjhel. Oh, hold ! for mercy's fake reflrain thy hand. 
* [Holdi/rg his hand* 

a Blot 
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Blot not thy innocence with guiltlefs Wood. 
What would thy rafh, thy frantic rage intend f 

Art. Thy fafety and my own— — 

EtbeV Truft 'em to heav'n. 

Seof Has then my hoary head defervM no better, 
Than to behold my royal matter's fon 
Lift up his armed hand azainft my life ? 
Oh, prince ! Oh, wherefore burn your eyes ? fcnd why* 
Why b your fweeteft temper turn'd to fury ) 

ArL Oh, thou hall feen, and heard and known too 
Haft pry'd into the fecret of my heart, {much 5 

And found the certain means ot my undoing. 

* Seof. Where is the merit of my former life, 
c The try'd experience of my faithful vears 1 

* Are theyTorgbt, and can I be that villain ? 

* ArL Thou wert my father's old, his faithful fervant* 
Seof. Now by thy life, our empire's other hope, 

Oh, royal youth ! I fwear my heart bleeds for thee $ 

Nor can this object of thy fond defire, 

This lovely weeping fair be dearer to thee, 

Than thou art to thy faithful Seofrid. 

I faw thy love, I heard thy tender forrows, 

With fomewhat like an anxious father's pity, 

With cares, and with a thoufand fears for thee, 

ArL * What !' is it poffible I 

Sesf Of all the names 
Religion knows, point the moft facredout, 
And let me fwear by that* 
" ArL I would believe thee, 
forgive the madnefs of my firft defpair, 

[Lettingfall hisfviQtl* 
And ifthou haft compaflion, (hew it now ; 
Be now that friend, be now that father to me, 
Be now that guardian angel which I want $ 
Have pity on *my youth, and fave my love* 

Seof Firft then, to ftay tbefe rudden guftsof paffioil 
That hurry you from reafon, reft afliir'd 
The fecret of your love lives with me only. 
The dangers are not finall that feem to threaten you 5 
Yet, would you tnrft you to your old man's care, 
1 durft be bold to warrant yet your fafety. 
4 Art. * Perhaps the ruling hand of heav'n is in it $ 

C iAni 
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* And working thus unfeen by fecond caufes, 

* Ordains thee for its inftrument of good, 

4 To me, and to my love.* Then be it fo, 
I truft thee with my life ; but, Oh ! yet more, 

* I truft thee with a treafure that tranicends 

* To infinite degrees the life of Aribertj* 
I truft thee with the partner of my foul. 

My wife, the kindeft, deareft, and the trueft, 
That ever wore the name. 

Seof. Now bleilings on you 
May peace of mind and mutual joys attend 
To crown your fair affections. May the for rows, 
That now (it heavy on you, pafs away, 
And a long train of fmiling years fucceed, 
To pay you for the paft. Tet let me q/k, 
For wonder y ftill, pojjejfes all my mirul, 
Whence , and bow grewyourHoves ? 

Ari. It was my chance, 
On that diftinguifhM day when valiant Flavian, 
A name renown'd among the Britifh chiefs, 
Fell by the fwords of oar victorious Saxons, 
To refcue this his daughter from the violence 
Of the fierce foldier's rage. * Nor need I tell thee, 
« For thou thyfelf behold'ft her, that I lov'd her, 

* Lov'd her, and was belov'd ;' our meeting hearts 
Corifented foon, and marriage made us one. 

Her holy faith and chriftian crofs, oppos'd 

Againft the Saxon Gods, join'd with the memory 

Or the dread king my father's fierce command, 

Urg'd me to feek my Ethelinda's fafety, 

And hide her from the world. Juft to my wifh, 

Beneath the friendly covert of a wood, 

Ciofe by whofe fide the filver Medway ran, 

I found a little pleafant, lonely cottage, 

A manfion fit for innocence and love. 

Had but a guard of angels dwelt around it 

To keep off violence But fore'd from thence— *- 

By whom* betray'd Why I behold her here — — 

There I am loft 

Ethel. There my fad part begins. 
It was the fecond morn fince thou hadft left me, 
When through the wood I took my ufual way, 

3 ^d 
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To feek the coolnefs of the well-fpread made 
That overlooks the. flood. On a fear branch * 
Low bending to the bank, I fate me down, 
Mufing and Hill ; my hand fuftainM my head, 
My eyes were fix'd upon the palling ftream, 
And all my thoughts were bent on heav'n and thee ; 
When fudden through the woods abounding ftag 
Rufh'd headlong down, and plung'd amidft the river. 



V 



Nor far behind, upon a foaming horfe, 

There followed hard a man of royal port ; 

I rofe, and would have fought the thicker wood ; 

But while I hurry'd on my hafty flight, 

My heedlefs feet deceived me, and I fell, 
w Straight leaping from his horfe, he rais'd me up. 
f* Surpriz'd and troubled at the fudden chance, 

* I begg'd he would permit me to retire ; 

4 But he, with furious, wild, diforder'd looks,* 
With eyes and glowing vifage flafhing flame, 

* Swore 'twas impoflible j he never would, 

^ 4 He could not leave me; with ten thoufand ravings 

* The dictates of his loofer rage. At length' 

He feiz'd my trembling hand : I fhriek'd and call'd 
To heav'n for aid, when in a lucklefs hour, 
Your faithful fervants, Adelmar and Kenwald, 
Came up, and loft their lives in my defence. 

Art. Where will the horror of thy tale have end ? 

Etfxh The furious king, (for fuch I found he was) 
By three attendants join'd, bore me away, 
Refiftlefs, dying, fenfelefs with my fears. 
Since then, a wretched captive, I deplore 
Our common woes ; for mine, I know, are thine. 

4 Art* Witnefs the forrows of the prefent hour, 

* The fears that rend ev'n now my lab'ring heart, 

* For thee, and for myfelf. And yet, ala3 ! 

* What are the prefent ills, compaf'd to thofe 
4 That yet remain behind, for both to fuffer ? 

C* Think where thy helplefs innocence is tedg'd ; 
1 4 The rage of lawlefs pow'r, and burning luft, 
1 * Are bent on thee ; 'tis hell's important caufe, 
{^* And all its blackeft fiends are arra'd againfl; thee. 
4 Ethel. Tis terrible ! my fears are mighty on me, 

* And all Hie coward woman trembles in me. 

C * 4 But 
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** But, Oh ! when hope and never-foiling faith 
Revive my fainting foul, and lift my thought 
Up to yon azure- Iky, and burning lights above, 
Methinks I read my fafety written there ; 
Methinks J fee the warlike hoft of heav'n , 

Radiant in glittering arms, and beamy gold, 
The great angelic power's go forth by bands. 
To fuccour truth and innocence below. 
Hell trembles at the fight, and hides its head 
In utmoft darknefs, while on earth each heart, 
Like mine, is fili'd with peace and joy unutterable.* 
Seof, Whatever gods there be, their care you are. 

Nor let your gentle breaft harbour one thought 

Of outrage from the king : his noble nature, 

Tho' warm, tho' fierce, and prone to fudges tj>aflbni > 

Is juft and gentle, when the tor r ent rag e , 

Ebbs out, and cooler reafo n comes again. 

Should he (which all yclioly pow'rs avert) 

Urg'd by his love, rufli on to impious force t 

If thatftould happen, in that law estreme, 

On peril of my hte I will aflift you, 

And you (hall find your fafety in your flight. 
Art. Oh, guard her innocence ; list all thy care 

Be watchful, to preferve her from difbonour. 
Seof. Red on my diligence and caution fafe. 

E're twice the ruler of the day return* 

To gild the chalky cliffs on Britain's fhore, 

Some favourable moment mall be found 

To move the king, your royal brother's heart, 

With the fad tender ftory of your loves. 

•Till then be chear'd, and hide your inward forrows 

With well-diflembled neceflary fmiles ; 

Let the king read compliance in your looks, 

A free and ready yielding to his wifhes. 

At prefetft, to prevent his doubts, 'twere fit 

That you fhould take a hafty leave, and part.. 
Ethel. What ! muft we part ? 
Serf* But for a few fhort hours, 

That you may meet in joy, and part no more. 

Art. .Oh, fatal found ! Oh, grief unknown 'till now ! 

While t hou art prefenn my fad h eart feems lighter ; 

I gaze, and gather com fort ir om thy beauty ; 
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* Thy gentle eyes fend forth a quick'ning fpirit, 

* And feed the dying lamp of life within me ;' 
But, Oh! when thou art gone, and my fond eyes- 
Shall fee k thee all around, bu t feek in rai n, 
What pow*r y whatangel lhafl fu p ply t hy place ^ 
Shall help me to fupport my forrows then, 

4 And fave my foul from death *' 
Etbel. My life ! my lord ! 

What would my heart fay to thee f -but no more - 

Oh, lift thy eyes up to that holy Pow'r, 

Whofe wond'rous truths, and majefty divine, 

3Tby Ethelinda taught thee firfl to know ; 

There fix thy faith, and triumph o'er the world t 

For who can help, or who can fave belides ? 

Does not the deep grow calm y and the rude north 

Be hufh'd at his command > thro* all his works,, 

Does not his ferrant Nature hearhis voice 2 

Hear and obey ? Then what is impious man, 

That we fhould fear him, when heaven owns ourcaufe? 

That- heav'n (hall make my Aribert its care, •* 

* Shall to thy groans and fighings lend an ear/ V 
And fave thee in the moment of defpair. J 

Ar'u Oh ! thou haft touchM me with the facred themej, 
And my cold heart is kindled at thy flame 5 
4 An affive hope grows bufy i n my breait t 

* And fomething tells me we fhall both be bleft/ 
'Like thine, my eyes theftarry thrones purfue, 

And feeav'n dtfclos'd, itands open to my view ^ 
And fee the guardian angels of the good, 
Reclining fon on many a golden cloudy 
To earth they feem their gentle heads to bowv 
^And pity what we fuffer here below ; 

* But, Oh I to thee, thee moft they feem to turny 

* Joy in thy joys, and for thy forrows mourn ;' 
Thee, Oh my love, their eommonrcarethey make,, T 
Me to theii kind protection too they take, > 
And fave me for my Ethelinda's fake. J 

[Exeunt Seofrid and Ethelinda at one doo?* 
Aribert afthe other. 

End of the Second Act*. 

C j, ACE 
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ACT m. 

Enter SeofricU 

Seofeid. 
HAT is the boafted majefty of kings, 



Their godlike greatneft, if their rate depend 
Upon that meaneft, of their paffions, love ? 
The pile their warlike fathers toil'd to raife, 
That noble monument of deathlefs fame, 
A woman's hand b'er^turns. * The cedar thus, 

* That lifted his afpiring head to heav'n, 

* Secure, and fearlefo of the founding axe, 

* Is made the prey of worms ; his root deftroy'd, 
« tit fipks at ouoe to earth, the mighty ruin, 

* And triumph of a wretched infecVs pow'r.' • 
Is there a remedy in human wifdom, 

My mind has left unfought, to help this evil ? 

I would preferve 'cm both, the royal brothers ; 

But if their fates-ordain that one muft fall, 

Then let my matter (land. This Chriftian woman—— 

Ay, there the mifchief comes I-— 4 What are our gods, 

4 That they permit her to defy their pow'r ? 

« But that's not much, let their priefU look to that, 

4 Were (he but well removM*— — But then the king— 

Why, abfence, bufinefs, or another face, 

A thoufand things may cure hun— would 'twere done, 

* And my head lafe —That ! let me look to thati— •• 
But fee, the hufband coanes ! — ha !— not ill thought. 
It (hall be try 'd at kaft.— — 

Enter Aribert, 
Art. Still to this place 
My heart inclines, (BU hither turn my eyes, 
Hither my feet unbidden find their way. 
"* Like a fond mother from her dying babe 

* Forc'd by officious friends and (ervants,care» 
1 * I linger at the door, and wkh to know,. 

% * Yet oread to hear the fate, of what I love,' 
Oh, Seofrid ! ooft thou not wonder much, 
And oity my weak temper, when thou feeft me 
Thus in a moment changM from hot to cold, 
My a&ive fancy glowusg now with hopes, 

Anon 
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Anon thus drooping ; death in my pale vifage, 

My heart, and my chill veins, all freezing with defpair f ' 

Seof I bear an equal portion of your torrows, 
Your fears too all are mine. And, Oh, my prince I t 
I wou!d partake your hopes ; but my cold age, 
Still apt to fear the worft 

ArU What doft thou fear ? 

4 Serf. Nay, nothing worfe than what we both have 

* Art. How ! nothing ! «— — fpeak thy fear, [fear'd. 

Seof ' Why nothing now.——' 

The king 4 that's all.* 

An. The Ifing !- — 4 Oh, that's too much !* 
And yet ■ yet there is more, I read it plain 
In thy dark fallen vifage * like a ftorra 

* That gathers black upon the frowning Iky, 

* And grumbles in the wind — —But let it come, 

* Let the whole tempeft burit upon my head, 

* Let the fierce lightning blaft, the thunder rive mej* 
And, Oh ! 'tis fure the fear of what may come, 
Does far tranfcend the pain. 

Seof You fear too foon, 
And fancy drives you much too fierecely on. 
I do not fay that what may happen, will : 
Chance often mocks what wifely we forefee. 
4 .Befides, the ruling gods are over all, 
' And order as they pleafe their world beldw/ 
The king, 'tis true, is noble-*~but impetuous ; 
4 And Jove, or call it by the coarfer name, 

* Luft, is, of all the frailties of our nature, 

* What mpft we ought to fear ; -the headftrong beait 

* Rujhes along, impatient for the courfc, 

* Nor hears the rider's call, nor feels the rein/ 
ArL What would' ft thou have me think ? 
Seof. Think of the worft, 

Your better fortune will arrive more welcome. 
To fpeak then with that opennefs of heart 
,That ihoukldeferve your truft, I have my fears. 
What if at (bme dead hour of night, the king 
Intend a vifit to your weeping pnncefa } 

An. Hal 

Seof * He may go, 'tis true, with a fair purpofe/ 
Suppbfc her funk im> a downy liumbe*, 

He* 
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Her beating heart juft tir'd, and gone to reft : 
4 Methinka I fee her on her couch repos'd, 

* The lovely, helplefs, fvveet, unguarded innocence ; 

* With gentle heavings rife herfnowy brealts, 

* Soft fteals the balmy breath, therofyhew 

* 6lows on her cheek, a deep vermillion dies 

* Her dewy lip, while peace and fmiling joy 
4 Sit huftYd and filent on the deeping fair/ 

Then think what thoughts invade the gazing king,; 
Catch'd with the fudden flame at onoehe owns^ 
At once he flies refiftlefs on his prey* 
Waking flie ftarts diftradled with the fright, 
To Anbert's fovM name in vain (he flies ; 
Shrieking ftie calls her abfent lord in vain. 
The king, poflefs'd of all his furious will— — 
Aru Firft fink the tyrant-ravifher to hell ! 

Seize him, ye fiends ! firft perifh thou and I ! 

Let us not live to hear of fo much horror. 
The curfed deed will turn me favage wild, 
4 Blot ev'ry thought of nature from my foul. 

* A brother ! 1 will rufti and tear his breaft, 

* Be drunk with gufhing Wood,* and glut my vengeance 
With his inceftuous heart. 

Seof. Itisbutjuft 
You (hould be mov'd, for Hire the thought is dreadful. 
But keep this fwelling indignation down; 
And let your cooler reafon now prevail, 
That may perhaps find out fome means of fafety. 

Arn Talk'ft thou of fafety ! — we may talk of heav'h,, 
May gaze with rapture on yon* ftarry regions ; 
But who ftall lend us wings to reach their height ?. 
Impoffible \ > 

Seof. There is a way yet left,. 
And only one. 

Ari.JH&\ fpeak 

Seof. Her fudden flight. 

Art. Oh i by what friendly means ? Be fwift to anfwe** 
Nor wafte the precious minutes with delay. 

Seof. The king, now abfent from the palace, feem* - > 
To yjteld a fair occafion for your wiihes ; 
A private poftern opens to my gardens, 
Thro' which, the beauteous capuvc might remove. 

. ■ tilt 
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'Till night, and a difguife ftwll farther aid her, ' 

To fly with fafety to the Britons' camp. 

'Tis true, one danger I might well object—- 

An. Oh ! do not, do not Mail the fpringing hope* 
Which thy kind hand has planted in my foul. 
If there be danger, turn it all on me. 
Let my devoted head 

See/. Nay ! * 'tis not much,' 

'Us but my life ; and I will gladly give it, 
To buy your peace of mind. 

Art. Alas ! what mean'ft thou ? 

Serf. Does it not follow plain ? Shall not the king 
Turn all his rage upon this hoary head ? 
Shall not all arts of cruelty be try'd, 
To find out tortures equal to my falfhood ? 
* 'Imagine you behold me bound and fcourg'd* • 
4 My aged mufcles harrow'd up with whips j 
4 Or hear me groaning on the rending rack, 
4 Groaning ana fcreaming with the (harpeft fenfe 

* Of piercmg pain ; or fee me gafh'd with knives, 

* And fear'd with burning fteel, 'till the fcorch'd marr#vf 

* Fries in the bones, and fhrinkinjj finews ftart, 

* A fmeary foam works p'er my grinding jaws, 

•• And utmoft anguiih fhakes my lab'ring frame ; f 
For" thus it muft be. 

Art. Oh, my friend ! my father ! 
4 It muft not be, it never can, it fha'not.* 
Wouldft thou be kind, and fave my Ethelinda, 
* Xeave me to anfwer all my brother's fury. 
The crime, the falfhood, (hall be all my own* 

Seof. Juft to my wifh. [4fi<k* 

Art. Thou fhalt accufe me to him. 
Thou know'ft his own admittance gave me entrance : 
Swear that I ftole her, that I fore'd her from thee j 
Frame with thy utmolt lkill fome artful tale, 
And I'll avow it all. 

Seof. Thdn have you thought 
Upon the danger, Sir ? 

Art. Oh ! there is none, 
Can be no danger, while my love is fafe. 

Seof. Methinks indeed it leflens to my vfew# 
When the firft violence of rage is over* 

The 
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The fondnefs of a brother will return, 
And plead your caufe with nature in his heart ; 
You will, you rouft be fafe ; and yet 'tis hard, 
And grieves me much I fliould accufe you to him; 
Art. 'Tis that muft cover the defign. But fly, 

* Lofe not a minute's time/ 

Hade to remove her from this curfed place ; 
My faithful Ofwald (hall at night attend thee, , 
And help to guard her to the Britifh camp ; 

• Thou know'ft that is not far. 

♦ Sec/. Too near I know it. [df*** 

Art. She has a brother there, the noble Lucius, 
A gallant youth, and dear to brave Ambrofius ; 
To his kind care reftgn thy beauteous charge. * > t 

Scef. This inftant I obey you. [Gohfc 

Art. Half my fears 
Are over now 

Seof. One thing I had forgot. 
It will import us much that you mould feem 
Inclin'd to meet the lovt of haughty Rodogune 5 
1 •Twill cofl you but a little courtly flattery, 



4 A kind refpectful look, join'd with a flgh, 

* A few fort tender words, that mean j j uft nothing s 

* Yet win roofl women's hearts.* But fee fhe comes, 



Conftrain your temper, Sir ; be falfe, and meet her 
With her own fex's arts ; purfue your talk, 
And doubt not all (hall profper to your wilh. 

[Exit Seofrid. 
Art. She comes indeed ! Now where (hall 1 begin, 
How (hall I teach my tongue to frame a language 
So different from my heart ? Oh, Ethelinda ! 
My heart was made to fit and pair with thine, 
Simple and plain, and fraught with artlefs tendernefs ; 
Form'd to receive one love, and only one, 

* But pleas'd and proud, and dearly fond of that, • 

* It knows not what there can be in variety, 

* And would not if it could.* 

Enter Rodogune. 
Rodo, Why do I Gay, 
Why linger {hus within this hated olace, 
Where ev'ry object (hocks my loathing eyes t 
And calls my mjur'd glory to remembrance i 

The 
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The king ! — the wretch ! but wherefore did I name him ! 
Find out, my foul, in thy rich (lore of thought, 
Somewhat more great, more worthy of thyfelf ; 
Or hit the mimic fancy fhew its art, 
And paint fome pleating image to delight me. 
Let beauty mix with majefty and youth, 
Let manly grace be temper'd well with foftnefs ; 
Let love, the god himfelf, adorn the work, 
And I will call the charming phantom, Aribert. 
Oh, Venus ! — whither — whither would I wander ? 
Be hufh'd, my tongue—* ye gods !'— 'tis he himfelf-— 

[Seeing Aribert. 
Art. When, fairefl princefs, you avoid our court, 
And lonely thus from the full pomp retire, 
Love and the graces follow to your folitude ; 
They croud to form the fhining circle round you, 
And all the train feems yours ; * while purple majefty, 

* And all thofe outward fhews which we call greatneis, 

* Languifh and droop, feem empty and forfaken, 

* And draw the wona'ring gazer's eyes no more. 

* Rodo. The courtier's art is meanly known in Britain, 
< If your's prefent their fervice, and their vows, 

* At any flirine but where their mailer kneels, 

* You know your brother pays not his to me, 

* Nor would I that he mould. 

* Art. The hearts of kings 

c Are plac'd, 'tis true, beyond their fubjects fearch ; 
* r Yet might I judge by love's or reafon's rules, 

* Where (hall my brother find on earth a beauty, 

* Like what I now behold ?• 
Rodo. That you can flatter, 

Is common to your fex ; you fay indeed, 
We women love it — and perhaps we do. 
Fools that we are, we know that you deceive us, 
And yet, as if the fraud were pieafing to us, 
And our undoing joy ftill you go on, 

And ftill we hear you But, to change the theme, 

I'll find a fitter for you than my beauty.. 

Art. Then let it be the love of royal Hengift. 
. Rodo. The king, your bf other, could not chufe an 
advocate, 
Whom I would (boner hear on any fubjecl, 

'Bating 
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'Bating that only. one, his love, than you ; 
Though you perhaps (forfdme have wond'rous arts) 
Could foften the harlh found. The firing that )ars« 
When rudely touch'd ungrateful to the fcnfe t 
With pteafure feels the mafter's flying fingers, 
Swells into harmony » and charms th e hearers* 

Art. Then hear me fpeak of love.— - 

Rodo. But not of his. 

Aru 'Tis true I mould not grace the (lory much, 
Rude and unflcilful in the moving jxtfiion, 
I (hould not paint its flames with equal warmth ; 
Strength, life, and glowing colours would "be wanting, 
And languid nature fpeak the work imperfect. 

Rodo. Then happily yet yourbreaft remains untouch'd; 
Tho* that feems ftrange ; you* ve feen the court of Britain ; 
There, as I oft have heard, imperial beauty 
lleigns in its native throne, like light in heav'n ; 
While all the far ones' of the neigh b'ring world, 
With fecond luftre meanly feem to mine, 
The faint reflections of the glory there. 

Art. If e'er my heart incline to thoughts of love, 
Methinks I mould not (though perhaps I err) 
Expect to meet the gentle paffion join'd, 
With pomp and greatnefs : courts may boaft of beauty, 
But love is feldom found to dwell amongft 'em. 

Rodo. Then courts aire wretched. 
r Art. So they feem to love. 

from pride, from wealth, from bufinefs, and from pow4. 
Loathing he flies, and fe^eks the peaceful village ; 
He feeks the cottage in the tufted grove, 
The ruflfet fallows, and the verdant lawns, 
The clear cool brook, and the deep woody glade, 
Bright winter fires, and fummer ev'nings uin : 
Thefe he prefers to gilded roofs and crowns ; 
Here he delights to pair the conflant fwain, 
With the fweet, unaffected, yielding maid ; 
Here is his empire, here his choice to reign, 
c Here, where he dwells with innocence and truth* 

Redo. To minds r which know no better, thefe are jays ; 
But princes, fure, are born with nobler thoughts. 
Love, is in them a flame that mounts to heav'u, 
And feeks its fource divine, and kindred (tars ; 

That 
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That urges on the mortal man to ddre, 
Kindles the vaft defires of glory in him, 
And makes ambition's facred fires burn bright. 
Nor you, howe*er your tongue difguife your heart, 
Have meaner hopes than thefe; 

Ar, Mine have been itill 
Blatch'd with my* birth, a younger brother's hopes. 
1 * Rod, Nay, more ; methinks I read your future great- 

* And, like fome bard infpir'd, I could foretel [nefs 5 

* What wbnd'rous things our gods referve for you. 

* Perhaps, ev'n now, your better ftars are join'd ; 

* Aufpicious love and fortune now confpire, 

* At once to crown you, and be (low that greatneft, 

* Which partial nature, at your birth deny'd.' 

Enter the Ki*g y Guards^ and other Attendants, 
King. She muft, ihe (hall be found, tho' (he be iunk 
Deep to the centre, tho* eternal night 
4 Spread wide her fable wing, to (hade her beauties, 

* And (hut me from her light.' But fay, thou traitor; 
Thou that haft made the name of friendlhip vile, 
And broke the bonds of duty and of nature, 

Where haft thou hid thy theft? — « So young, fofaife— 

* Have I not been a father to thy youth, 

* And lov'd thee with a more than brother's love ! 

* And am I thus repaid f '— But bring her forth, 
Or by our gods thou dy'ft. 

Rod. What means this rage ? [4fi^* 

Ar, Then briefly thus : You are my king and brother, 
The names which moft I reverence on earth, 
And fear offending moft. Yet to defend * 

My honour and my love from violation, 
Q'er ev'ry bar refiftlefs will I ruflu 
And, in deipite of proud tyrannic pow'r, 
Seize and affert my rig ht. 

King, What, thine! thy right ! 
« Riddles and tales!' 

Ar, Mine, by the deareft tie, 
By holy marriage mine, ihe is my wife. 

Rod, ' Racks, tortures, raadnefs feize me! Oh,' con* 
fufion ! [Afide. 

Ar, I fee thy heart fwells, and thy flaming vifa^e 
Reddens witii rage at this unwelcome truth j 

D But 
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But fincc I know my Ethelinda fafe, 

I have but little care for what may happen. 

* To-morrow may be Heav'n's or yours to take,* 

If this day be my laft, why farewel- life ; 

I hold it well be&ow'd for her I love. 

* Rod. May forrow, fhame, and ficknefs overtake her, 
f And all her beauties, like my hopes, beblafted. [Ajide* 

King. So brave ! but I {hall find the means to tame you, 
To make thee curfe thy folly, curfe thy love, 
And to the dreadful gods, who reign beneath, 
Devote thy fatal bride. She is a chriftian : 
Remember that, fond boy, and then remember 
That facred vow, which, perjur'd as thou art, 
Proftrate at Woden's altar, and invoking 
With folemn Runic rights, our country's gods, ' 
Thou mad'ft in prefence of our royal father. 

Ar* Yes, I remember well the impious oath, 
Hardly extorted from my trembling youth ; 
When, burning with mifguided zeal, the king 
CompeU'd my knee to bend before his gods, 
And fore'd us both to fwear to what we knew not. 

King. Now, by the honours of the Saxon race. 

* A long and venerable line of heroes,' 

I fwear thou art abandon'd, loft to honour, 

4 And fall'n fromev'ry great and godlike thought. 

' Some whining, coward prieft has wrought upon thee, 

* And drawn thee from our brave forefathers* faith,' 
Falfe to our gods, as to thy king and brother. 

Ar. 'Tis much beneath my courage and my truth, 
To borrow any mean difguife from falfhood. 
No !— 'tis my glory that the chriftian light 
Has dawn'd, like day, upon my darker mind, 
And taught my foul the nobleft ufe of reafon ; 
4 Taught her to foar aloft, to fearch, to know, 
4 That vaft eternal fountain of her being ;' 
Then, warm with indignation, to defpife * 
The things you call our country's gods, to fcora 
And trample on their ignominious altars. 

King. 'Tis well, Sir — impious boy !— Ye Saxon gods* ' 
And thou, Oh^ royal Hengift ! whofe dread will 
And injur'd majefty I now aflert, 
Hear, and be prefent to my juftice, hear me, 

While- 
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While thus I vow to your offended deities 
This traitor's life : he dies, nor ought oh earth 
Saves his devoted head. One to the prieffe ; 

[Exit a Genu 
Bid 'em be fwift, and drefs their bloody altars 
With, ev'ry circumftance of tragic pomp ; 
To-day a royal victim bleeds upon 'em. 
Rich (hall the fmoke and {learning gore afcend, 
Tg glut the vengeance of our angry gods. 

Rod. ' At once ten thoufand racking paffions tear me, 
% And my heart heaves as it would bum my bofom/ 
Oh, can I, can I hear him doom'd to death, 
Nor flir nor breathe one fingle found to fave him ? 
It wo'not be— and my fierce haughty foul, 
Whate'er fhe fuffers, ftill difdains to bend, v 

To fue to the 4 curs'd,' hated tyrant king. 
Oh, love ! Oh, glory 1— WoUidft thou die thus tamely ? 

[To Aribert. 
Iv4ife fo final 1 a thing, fo mean a boon, 
As is not worth the a&ing ? — * Thou art filent ; 

* Wilt thou not plead for life ?' Intreat the tyrant, 

And waken nature in his iron heart. 

Ar. Life has fo little ii* it good or pleafing, 
That fince it feems not worth a brother's care, , 
Tis hardly worth my airing. 

King* Seize him, guards, 
And bear him to his rate, 

[Guards feize Aribert, and hear him ojf. 

Rod. Yet, Hengift, know, 
If thou fhalt dare to touch his precious life, 
Know that the gods and Rodogune prepare 
Theiharpeft fcourges of vindictive war. 
Fly where thou wilt, the fword (hall fHll purfue 
With vengeance, to a brother's murder due. 
Driven out from man, and mark'd for public fcorn, 
Thy ravlfhtt fceptre vainly (halt thou mourn. 
And when, at length, thy wretched life fhail ceafe, 
When in the filent grave thou hop'fi: for peace, 
Think not the grave fhall hide thy hated head ; 1 

Still, Hill I willpurfue thy fleeting fhade ; > 

I curs'd thee living, and I'll plague thee dead. J 

[Exit Rodogune. 
f • * D 2 King* 
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King. * On to the temple with him :* let her raye^. , 
And prophecy tea thoufand,thoufand horrors ; 
1 could loin wi th her now, and Sid 'em come ; 
Thcv fit the prefent fury of my fouTT 

* The flings of lave an J rage are fix'd within,. . , T 

* And drive me on tcfmadnefs. Earthquakes, whirlwinds, 
4 A general wieck of nature now would pleafe me/ 

For, Oh ! not all the driving wintry war, 
When the ftorm groans, and bellows from afar ; 

* When thro* the gloom the glancing lightnings fly, 

* Heavy the rattling thunders roll on high, 
4 And teas and earth mix with the du iky iky ;' 
Not all thofe warring elements we fear, 
Are equal to the •inborn temped here ; 

Fierce at the thoughts which mortal man controul, 
When love and rage contend, and te ar the labVuijzfoul. 

/ \ExtttnU 
End of the Thirh Act. 
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1 The fcene is a temple, adorned according to the fupcr* 
4 ftition of the ancient Saxons ; in the middle are 
4 placed their three principal idols, Thar, Woden, and 

* Freya. Mufic is heard at a dulance, as of the prieih 

* preparing for the facrifice/ 

SCENE, a pr'tfo^k 
Enter Aribert. 

Aribert* 

ALL night the bloody priefls, a dreadful band* 
Have watch'd intent upon tljeir horrid rites, 
ft With many a dire and execrable prayV, 

* Calling the fiends beneath, the fullen demons 

* That dwell iii darkijefs deep^ and, foes to nian, 
4 Delight in reeking ftreams of human gore. 

* Now huddled on a heap, they murmurd hparfe. 

* And, hiding, whifper'd round their myflic c^anns ; 

* And now, as if by fudden macUiefe (truck, 

4 With fcreaniing fhrill they fhopk the vaulted roof, 
/ 4 And ve^'d the fliil, the filent, folemn midnight. 
( 4 Such, fure, In everlafting flames below, « 
v r fT « Sudi 
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r% Such are the groans of poor lamenting ghofts, 

* And fuch the hbwlings of the laft defpair. 

* Anon to founds of Woe, and magic itrings, 

* They danc'd in wild fantaftic meafures round ; 

* Then all at once they bent their ghaftly vifages 

„* On me, and yelling, thrice they cry'd our, Aribert 1* 
I have endur'd their horrors— —And at length, 
See, the night wears away, and chearfui morn, 
All fv^eet and frefh, fpreads from the rofy eaft ; 
Fair nature feems reviv'd, and ev*n my heart 
Sits light and jocund at the day's return, 
And, fearlefs, Waits an end of all its fufferings. 
Enter one of the Guards^ be delivers a letter to Aribert, 

Guard. From Ofwald, this, on peril of my life, 
I have engag'd to render to your hands. [Exit. 

Ar. ^Repds.] " Seofrid has been jufl to his word : he has 
delivered the fair Ethelinda to my charge : we have hap^. 
pily paft ajl the guards, and hope in two hours to reach 
the Britons camp. 

; . From your faithful Ofwald. % 

Tht& thou haft nothing left on earth, my foul, 
Worthy thy farther care. Why do I ftay, 
Why linger then^nd want my heav'n fo long ? 
To live is to continue to be wretched, 
* And robs me of a great andglorious death. 
Enter Rodogune with an Officer ; be Jpeaks to her entering* 

Of. Thus Of& tor his beauteous fitter fends : . 
Depend upon a brother's love and care, 
To further all you wifh. 

Hod. 'Tiswell; be near, [Exit Officer. 

And wait my farther order. ' See, my heart, 
* See there thy deareft choice, thy fond defire.' 
See, with how clear a brow, what chearfui grace, 
With all his native fweetnefs undifturb'd, 
The noble youth attends his harder fate. 
I came to join my friendly grief with yours, \To Arn 
To curfe your tyrant brother, and deplore 
Your youthful hopes, thus all untimely blafted ; 
But you, I fee, have learn'd to fcorn your danger ; 
You weaf a face o£ triumph, not of mourning. 
Ha* death fo little in it ? 
r ' * D 3 Ar. 
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Ar* Oh ! Yis nothing. 
To minds that weigh it well : the vulgar fear it, 
And yet they know not why. Since never any 
Did from that dark and doubtful land as yet 
Turn back again, to tell us 'tis a pain* 
To me it feems like a long wiuYd-tbr happinefs. 
Beyond what ev'n our expe&ation paints ; 
His comfort to the foul, Yis peace, 'tis reft j 
4 It comes like (lumber to the fick man's eyes* 
4 Burning and reftleft with a fever's rage, 
4 All night he toffes on his weary bed.; 
4 He tells the tedious minutes as they paft, 

* And turns, and turns, and feekp for etfe in vain ; 

4 But if, at morning's dawn, tweet deep fall* on hWt 
4 Think with what pkafure he refigns hit fen&s, 
J Sinks to his pillow, and forgets his pain. 9 

2fr</. Perhaps it may be fuch a £ate of incblence; 
But fure the active foul fliould therefore fear it. 

* The gods have dealt unjuftly with their creatures, 
4 If barely they beftow a wretched being, 

4 And fcatter not fome -pleafures with the pain, 

' To make it worth their keeping/ Is there nothing 

Could make you wiih to l£ve ? 

At. Oli, yes ! there is, 
There is a blefling I could wiih to lire for, 
To live, for years, for ages to enjoy it $ ** 

But far, alas ! divided from my arms, 
It leaves the world a wildemeis before «£, - - 
With nothing worth deEring. » . - ' 

Rod. * Dull and cold ! 

* Or cold at leaft to me, dull, .dull indifference.* \Afidt* 
What if fome pitying pow'r look down from Heav'n, 
And kindly viiit your affiled fortunes i 

What if it fend fome unexpe&ed aid, . . 

* Some generous heart, and fome prevailing band, 

* Willing to fav&» and mighty to4efenaL 

4 Who from the gloomy confines of the grave, . . . 
4 Timely fliall fnatch, fball bring you back to life,* 
And raiVe you up to empire and to lovei 

Ar. The wretched have few friends, at leaft on earth r 
Then what have I to hone r\ 

4 Rod* Hope every thing, 

4 Hope 
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* Hope ail that merit, fiich as yours, may claim, 

* Such, a* command* the world, exacts their homage,. 

* And makes ev'n all the good and brave your friends, 
i Az* ^nd can you then vouchfafe to flatter mifery I 

* T'enrich fo faiU'n, fo loffi a thing as I am, 

'. With the fvveet breath of praife ? So pious virgins. 

* Rob the whole fpring to make their garlands fine, 

* Then, hang them on a fenfeJefs marble tomb/ 
Rod. A burning purple fluihes o?er my face, 

And fhame forbids my tongue, or I would fay, 

That I r.Qh^Aribert!*^— -Ia,m thy friend. 

Yet wherefore fl^ould I blufii to own the thought b 
* For who whowouW not be the friend of Arroect }> 

Ar. Why is this wond'rous goodnefs loft on me I 
Why is this bounty laviA^d on a bankrupt, 
Who has not left another hour of life 
To pay the mjghty debt? 

Rod. ' Oh, let me yet, 

* Yet add to it, and fwellthefum yet higher ; 

* Nor doubt but fate fhall find the means to pay it»*. 
Kow, then, that I have paffsM this live -long night. 
Sleeplefs and anxious wttfr my cares for thee ; 
The gods have fure approved the pious thought, 
And crown'd it with fwccefo ; finoe 1 have gain'd 
Alfred, the chief of mighty Woden's priefts, 

To find a certain way for thy e&ape. * 

One of the facred habits is at hand, 

PreparM for thy difguhe ; the holy man 

Attends to guide thee to my brother's camp t 

Myfelf— Oh, yet lie ftttJ, my beating heart—;- [Afi$e. 

Whatever dangers chance, niyfelf will be 

The partner and the guardian of thy flight. 

Ar* Now what return to make Oh, let me fink* 

With aU thefe warring thoughts togeherin me, 
Blurring to earth, and hide the vait confufion ! 

Ro<t. Ye gods ! he anfwers not, but hangsiiis head 
In fullen filence-r-See 1 he turns away, 
And bends his gloomy vifege to the earth* 
To what am I betrayed ? Oh, ihame, diftionour, 
And more than woman's weaknefs ! he has feen me, 
Seen my fond heart, and fcorns the eafy prize. 

* Biaft me, ye lightnings, Axike me tq the centre, 

J\ ' \ : . 4 Drive, 
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* Drive, drive me down, down to the depths beneath ; 

* Let me not live, nor think let me not think ; 

* For I have been defpis*d -ten thouiand thoufand, 

* And yet ten thouiand curies Oh, my folly- 



Ar. * Thus let me fall, thus lowly to the earth, 

[Kneeling* 

• In humble adoration of your goodnefs ; 

• Thus with my latelV accents breathe your name, 

• And blefs you ere I die.' Oh, Rodogune, 
Fair, royal maid ! to thee be all thy wilhes, 
Content and everlaiHng peace dwell with thee y 
And every joy be thine ; nor let one thought - 
Of this ungrateful, this unhappy Aribert 
Remain behind, to call a fudden figh, ' 
Or (tain thee with a tear, . Behold I go, - 
Doom'd by eternal fate, to my long reft; 

Then let my name too die, fink to oblivion^ 
And fleep in filence* with me in the grave. 

Rod. Doft thou not wifli to live ? • » 

ArJ I cannot. 

2^.; Why? i 

Behold, I give thee life. 

Jr. And therefore— Oh, 
Therefore I cannot take it ! I dare die, 
But dare not be oblig'd. I dare not owe 
What I can never render back. Ethetinda! 

Rod. 4 a>nfufion!' 
Is then the bleffing, life, become acurfe, 
When offer'd to thee by my baleful hand ? 
..* * Ar. Oh> no ! for you are all that's good and gracious ; 
4 Nature, that makes your fex the joy of ours, 
4 Made you the pride of both ; (he gave you fweetnefs, 
4 So mix'd with ftrength, with majeiry (6 rais'd, 

* To make the willing world confefs your empire. 

* And love, while they obey. Nor uaytt (be theye, 

* But to the body, fitted fo the mind, 

4 As each were fafhion'd fingiy to excel, 

4 As if fo fair a form difdain'd to harbour 

4 A foul lefs great, and that great foul could find 

4 . Nothing fo like the heav*n from whence it came, 

4 As that fair form to dwell in. 

4 Rod, Soothing founds 1 . .* • 

4 ; " - 4 * Delightful 
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4 Delightful Artery frQm J>im we lose ; 

* But what are thefe to my impatient hopes ? \AJiie. 
•*^'- * ' fwealtk 

* Be v 
4 Sina 

* Onc< ie 

* But 

* Fix'c 
k Itlii 

Son- 
1 Are « ts r 

1 Seve ' 

The 
1 Kno i. f 

ifo* act* 

This r 
In fcoi 
Jropro 

* How ? 
« How 

* And 
To ma 

Ar. Spare the theme. 

ifa/. * But then her mind ! ye gods, which of you, all 
4 Could make that great, and fit to rival miue ? 
4 What more than heavenly fuse informs themaii V v 
Has (lie a foul can dare beyond our lex, 
Beyond ev'n man himfelf, caadare like mine ? 
Can (he refblve to bear the ldcret flings 
Of ihame and confqous'pnde'i ditoachng rage^ 
And all the deadly pan g s o f Iffjrc defpis d r 
Oh, no ! (he cannot, nature cannot bear it ; [#?#«5£* 

* It finks ev'a me, tfye torrent drives me down, 

* The native greatnefs of my jpirit fails, 

4 Thus melts, and thus runs guihing tbio* my eyes, 
4 The floods of fotrow oVown ray dying voice, 




man may dare 

_ _ __ v _ __ _, fD ._„ ^ _^ r7 ^ .ate- 

4 Were it not better I had never been, 

4 Than tfiua ^o bring a^Jiftion and misfortune, • 

f T^ms cui$* wfrat tbqu b%$^lfe fo good a^d fair ?' 
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Rod. But fee, the king and cruel train appear ; 
Nor can I fave thee now, Tbou haft thy wifh ; [To Ar. 
But what remains for me ? * My heart beats faft, 

* And fwells impatient at the tyrant's fight. 

* My blood, erewhile at ebb, now flows again, 

4 And with new rage I burn.* Since love is loft, 

Come thou, reveng e, fucceed thou to my boforn, 

And reign in all my -foul* YesT I will find her/ 

This fatal ifae, "for whom I am" defpis'd. 

Look that flic be your ma il er piece, ye p>di ; 

Let each cel eftial nandjome g race : imp art , 

To this rarepattern^f your forming art; 

Su ch may fhe be, my j ealou s rage to move, -> 

Such as you never ma de tilTno w, to prove i 

A vi6fim worthy my o8ende3To ve. [Exit Rodogune. J 

Enter at the other door the King, Guards ', and other 
Attendants. 

King, Haft thou bethought thee yet, perfidious boy ?' 
Wo*t thou yet render back thy theft ? Confidcr. 
The precipice is juft beneath thy fect 9 
9 Tis but a .moment, and I dafh thee off, 
To plunge for ever in eternal darknefs. 
Somewhat like nature has been bufy here, 
And made a ftruggie for thee in my foul j 
Reftore my love, and be again my brother. 

Ar. c Rage, and the violence of lawlefs paflion, 

* Have blinded your clear reafon ; wherefore, elfe, 

* This frantic wild demand f 9 What ! (hould I yield, 
Give up my love, my wife, my Ethelinda, 

To an inceftuous brother's dire embrace ? 
Oh, horror ! — But, to bar the impious thought, 
KndW, Heav'n and brave Ambronus are her guard : 
Ere this her flight hath reach'd the Britons camp, 
And found herfefety there. 

King, Fled to the Britons ! 
Oh, moft accurfed traitor ! Let her fly, 
Far as the early day-fpring in the eaft, 

* Or to the utmbft ocean, where the fun 

* Defcends to other fkies and worlds unknown ; f 
Ev'n thither ftiall my love take wing and follow, 
To feize the flying fair. The Britons ! — Gods ! 
Shall they with-hold her ?*~Ftrft,' my arms fhali (hake 

Their 
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Their ifland to the centre. But, for thee, 
Think'ft thdu to awe me with that fantom, incefr. ? 
Such empty names may fright thy coward foul j 
But know that mine difdains 'em. Bind him ftraight. 

[7i the P+iefls. 
c - I wo'not lofe another thought about thee. [To Ar. 

' Begin the rites,' 

And drag him to yon holy altar •* where 
Stand miniftring pr lefts to die the hallow'd fteel 
Deep in his chriftian blood. The gods demand him. % 
* Ar. Why then, no more. But if we meet again, 
As, when the day of great account (hall come, 
Perhaps we may, may 'ft t$iou find mercy there, 
More than thou fliew'ft thy brother here. Farewel. 

King. * Farewel.' To death with him, * and end the 
dreamer. [ The Priefts bind Aribert, and lead him 

to the altar \ while the folcmn mufic is playing. 9 
Enter Seofrid. 

Seof. Stay ! * Hafte, and break off your unaufpicious 
The inftant dangers fummon you away ; . [rites j* 

Deftruclion threatens in our frighted flreets, 
And the gods call 10 arms. 

King. What means the fear 
That trembles in thy pale, thy haggard vifage ? 
Speak out, and eafe this labour of thy foul. 

Seof, Oh, fly, my lord ! the torrent grows upon us t . 
Arid while I fpeak we're loft. Fierce Offa comes j 
From ev'ry part his crowding enfigns enter, 
And this way waving bend. With idle arms 
Your foldiers carelefs Hand, and bid 'em pafs ; 

* Some join, but all refufe to arm againft 'em ; 

* They call 'em friends, companions, and their country* 
A chofen band, led by the haughty princefs, [men. 
Imperious Rodogune, move fwiftly hither 

To intercept your paflage te thepalace. 
That only ftrength is left, then fly to reach it. 

King. Curs'd chance ! but hafle, difpatch that traitor 
They fha'not bar my vengeance. [ftrait ; 

Seof. Sacred Sir, 
Think only on your fafety. For the prince, 
Your crown* but more your love, a thoufond reafons, 

Ail 
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All urge you to defer hh fate ; time prefles, 
Or I could fpeak 'etn«plain. 

King. Then hear me, folcBer, 
J give him to thy charge. 

* Seof. They come, my lord.' * [Shout. 
King. Lock to him Well ; for, by yon dreadful altars, 

Thy life (hall pay for his, if he efcape : 

Firit kill him, plunge thy pbignard in his bolbm, 

And fee thy king reveng'd. 

[Exeunt King, Sebfrid, Guards ami Attendant u 

i Offcer* Be ehear'd, my lord, 
Nor keep one 4 doubt of me ; I am your flave. 
The king is fled, and with him all your dangers. 
Fate has referv'd you for fome glorious purpofe ; 
And fee, your guardian goddefs comes to fave you, 
To break your bonds, and make you ever happy. 
Enter Rodogune and Soldiers': 

Rod. Well have our arms prevaii'd ; behold, he lives, 
Ungrateful as he is, by me he lives. 
Do I not come with too officious haite, : [To Aribert# 
Once more to prefs the burden, life, upon you ? 
To offer, with an ideot's importunity, 
The naufeous benefit you fcorn'd before ? 

Ar. If I refus'd the bleffing from your hands, 
Think it not rudely done with fullen pride ; 
Since life and you are two of Heav Vs bell gifts, 
Yet both fhould be receiv'd, both kept with honour. 

* Rod. However, live— yes, I will bid thee live, 

* No matter what enfues. Fly far away, 

* Forget me, blot my name from thy remembrance, 

* And think thou ow'ft me nothing — What, in bonds ! 
c Well was the tafk referv'd for rne. But thus 

* I break thy chain— —Would I could break my own. 

[Afde: 
Enter an Officer. 
Qffic* A party of our horfe, that late went forth 
To mark the order of the Britons camp, 
Met in their courfe fome fervants of the king ; 
For fo they call'd themfelves. Ours judged 'em traitors. 
And would have feiz'd, as flying to the foe* 
After a fharp refinance fome efcap*d, 

The 
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The reft, for fp your princely brother wilb , 
Without attend your order* 

Rod. Let 'em enter. 
A woman ! 

Enter Ethelinda, with guards, 

Ethel. Is there then an end of forrows ! 

\Running to Ariberr. 
Hat then that cruel chance that long purfu'd me, 
That Vex'd me with her various malice long, 
Been kind at laft, and bleft me to my wiflb, 
Lodg'd me once more within thy faithful arms ! 

Ar. Oh, my foreboding jb^rt 1 Oh, fatal meeting ! 

Ethel. Why droops my loye, my lord, my, Aribert ? 
Why doft thou figh and prefs' me ? 4ind, Oh ! wherefore, 
Wherefore thefe tears that ftafo thy manly vifagp? 
They told mTSBeayVhad ftrove for thy deliverance,. 
Had rais'd thee up fome kind, fome great preferver, 
To fave thee froni thy cruel brother's hand. 
Why, therefore, doft thou mourn, when thou art bkfl ? 
Or does fome new affli&ion wound thee ? fay ; 
Perhaps I am the caufe. 

Rod* By all the tortures, 
The pangs that rend mv groaning breaft, 'tis fhe # 
My curs'd, my happy rival. 4 See the Cyren A 
4 pee how, with eag er c yes« he drin ks h er charms : 
4 Mark how h^iiftens to her fweet allurements ; 

* jhewlnds hejrfelf about his cajy lieart, 

4 A nd melts him with her fo ffenchanting tongue/ 

Ethel. Wo't thou not anfwer yet ? 

Ar. Oh, JEthelinda ! 
Why art thou here ?- Is this the Britons' camp ? 
Is Lucius here ? Haft thou a brother here, 
To guard thy helplefs innocence from wrong ? 

Ethel. . Have I not thee ? 

Ar. Me f — — What can I do for thee ? 
Fgr we are wretched both* , 

Rod* I'll doubt no more. 
My jealous heart confers her its foe, 
And beats aucl rifes, eager to oppofe her ; 
Nor , fball (he triumph o'^ mtf l ;No, ye gods ! 

* If I iun ^oom^aby^Qu.tft be a Kfretch, 

*)She too (hall fuffer witn me. prince, you ieem [To Ar. 
fi T« 
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To know t!his pris'rier, wliotn the Saxon cnieTs 
Accufc of flying to our foes, the Britons. . 
However, I will think more nobly of you, 
Than to believe you.confciouspf,the treafon : * * 
Nor can you- grieve, if juftice dooms Tier to . 
That fate (he has defcrv<d. Bear liefto death. L 

\TqtheG*ar& 

Etfol. Alas ! to deatfh ![— wliat mean you } tfytyVy wWt 
Unknown, unwilling crime have I offended i 
To you^ fair princefi, ffnee 'tis you thatjudge me, 
4 Though now this moment to my* eyes nrft known, ' 
To you I bend, to you Iwill appeal, [kkeeltngm 

And learn my crime from you. -' ( 

Art. Learn h from me ; 
I am thy crime, 'tis Aribert deftroyis, thee, 

Etbeh If thou art my offence, I've fihii'd indeed, 
Ev'n to a vaft and numbertefs account ; 
Fpr from the time when I beheld thee firft, f To Afiberu 
My foul lias hot one moment been without 'thee ; 
Still thou haft been my witfi, my conftant thought, ; 
Like light, the daily blefling of my eyes, , ; 

And the de ar flream qf all my {weeteu numbers. ** 

Rodo. Oh, the dlflraaing thought ! 
r Ethel Nor will yqu thinji it . i (TiRSiJb^un^. 

A crime t6 love, * for that 1 love ls : true.' 
In your fair eyes I read your native^ 'goodnJfs. * 

Hap'ly fome noble youth fhall in your brea^ft 
Kindle the pure, the gentle flame,' and prove 
V^As dear tO)ou, as Aribert to me : ....,' J 
4 Would it be juft that you fliouldcfie % Yovittg'r* • 

* Think but on that, arid JTfltflf^ity jfouf 1 ]^ y >* *' 

* For pity fu re and mercy dwell with' love.' - ' 1 * 
r Rodo. tie dumb fbV ever, let the han^ of M&H > i,{ ' 

Clofe thy bewitching eyes,, and feal^thy lfjfo 
That thou may'ft look and talk no'more^fimdh. 
For, Oh, thy ev'ry glance, eachfom\dlte3Jot l st^ fT n3e,* 
And kills my very heart. . Hence, bear her' hence** - 
4 My pea:e is loft for ever— but me dies.— *•' '■ * * 4 , 
■- Art. Oh, hold! < for^— ' * r ; ■ 

« RoJo. Wherefore\lo'<t/thcdc^cli^ 

* Thou that haft fet ine on flfcfttk j^blnMlSBu * ) ' 
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* To double all ray pflins, and with new. terrors, 
' Dreadful, to (hake, my agonizing foul ? ? 

^fr/. W ha$ (hall I fay to *nove thee ? 
f Rodo. Ti&foi^vjei;, i 

Winds (baft to .fljft, a$d, feaa fergst to wan, . 
The din of babbling^ow4s|c f a«d peopled cities, ., 
All (ball be hulh'ds© deaths while thou Art fpeakkg, 
JFor there is muuein. thy voice* r 
r Ari f Then hear me j 

l With gentleft prtience, with companion hear me* 
\ Thus while I fall befpre, thee, grafp thee thus, 
/ Thus with a bleeding hearr, and ftrcaming eyet, 
^Implore thc& for my Ifthelinda's life* 

Rodo. Tho* thou were dearer tfl ray doatiog ey«* 
Than all they knew befidfcs ; * tho* I ,could hear the* 
While ages part away ; yet, fey the godfl> . 
If fuch jtfeerp a£e> who iiuie; o'er love. $nd jealoufy , 
«• And i we} tpijj; hea,vjyag hreaffowrh mortal paffion*/* 
1 fwear (he 4ks, my bated rival cues. 

An\ Then I. have only Qnercqtieftto.rnake^ ,\ 

Which flia'noti^e^ dgnvfd * t^JShare QiW: foe, . • 
AnddiQ^ith^lJoye^, ' i u, - ( / / . i •- '• 
Rodo. ^XJngi:ateiW»3-ejc^r r r ,.)«.' . .: „ . •- »- 
Yet I woul4^^t^ltfe§^QMerrr-!* •.. *i .- • 

Adi.^ Np.niorfc:; t «.,**-. /• . - 
« Now I fcom life, indeed. Though you had heaipy, 

* More than'tfce grcajtCm^o^s^uwjeouB hand' v> , > 
« Beftow , 4w.ftll t hi^WW6..M^A3i^^th«r f < < • * 
VThou^aH araWtfoi*.*^ * :> 
*J««g&^4^&«V^ wr* 

^'■Idv y0ui*W*#TCi; ^mj L„V-n n.i *.i" ':. ;./'i * 
Though Jength of days and health were in yojtf: hand, 
And all were to be mine, yet I would chufe 
To tuin the gift mtLin^oatip^b^l^^ '• 
And rather fold my Ethelinda thus, 
And deep forever with her in the grave. 

Rodo. Then take thy wifh, and let both die together. 
Yes« I will tear thee from my fond remembrance. 
And be at eafe for ever, " 

Ethel. Oh, my love ! 
What can I pay thee bade for all this truth ? 
WHit! but, like thee, to triumph in my fate, 

E * And* 
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And think it more than life to die with thee. 

* Hafte then, ye virgins, break the tender turf, 
' And let your charter hands prepare the bed, 
4 Where my dear lord and I muft reft together ; 

* Then let the myrtle and die rofe be ftrow'd, 

* For 'tis my fecond better bridal day, 
4 On my cold bofom let his head be kid, 
4 And look that none difturb us' ; 
4 Till the laft trumpet's found break our long fieep, 
4 And call us up to Sverlafting blifs.' 

Rode. Hence with 'em, take 'em, drive 'em from my 
*tgnt„ 

The fetal pair [Exeunt all but Rodo. 

That look mall be mv lart; 
I feel my foul impatient of its bondage, 
Difdaining this unworthy idle paffiori, 
* And ftruggling to be free. Now, now it (hoots, 
It tow*r» upon the wing to crowns and empire ; 

L While love and Aribert, thofe meaner names, 
Are left far, far behind, and loft for ever. •< 
n So if by chance the eagle's noble offspring, 
Ta'en in the neft, becomes fome peaiant -s prize, 
Compell'd awhile he bears hit cage and chains, 
And like a pris s i er w ith t&e clown remains ; 
But when his plumes (hoot forth, and pinions fwel^ 
He quits the ruftic, and his homely cell, 
Breaks from his bonds, and in the face of day; 
Full in the fun^ bright beams hefoars away j 
Delights duo' beavVs wide pathlefs ways to go, 

* Plays with Tove/tlhaib,aiidgn^hb(&eadfulbow 9 
I 4 Dwcllr with immortal gods, aotf fcorns the. world 

kd«w. ••• i {£*&/ 
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A C T V. 

- - SCENE,- the palace. 
Enter the I&ng ana fSeofriaV 

.- } " * . Kiitfb. .' . 

* *VTO •, I toM follow the fond chacc no more ; . . i 

* Jl\| No mors purfuetbie 'flying pharltom; glory fi . 

* Butla^jtocoxwrn, arid reff in fallen peace ; \ 

* Secure of ajl events to come, and carelefs 

* If the gods guide the, world by fate,, or fortune. 

* Let 'em ta^e back the' worthless crown they gave, 

* Since they. rcJ&ife their better hlcflings to mc* 
Seof. If not t^r glory,* yet awake to lore ; 

And though regarrfleis of your royal ftate, ' 
Yet live tor EtneliriAM &e totfiive. her, . * .. . 

Doom'd by the crael Rodogune to die ! . ' * x 

H*lpW* Imd defolate meth&ks flie ftands^ 
And calls you to her aid, 
* Kinfr '" What t doom!d todie ! 

* Shall tjiofc dear glowing beauties then grow cold^. 

* Pale, ftiff, ana* cold f nor'lhall I fold her once j • i , 
' Shall fee not pant beneath m y ftrohg emfrrace, ■ 

*' Swell todefirfi^ ahdmeet nyr furious \oyJ 



Shall ( h e not br ea the, and lo ok, ad d fi&h, and murw 
y Tili I am tou for ev er, funk In deflafiesj [mur, 



4 And buried in ten thouftnd thou (andfweets ? 

* What ! fliall fhe die h No* by thegod of f arms, 

* No — pi will*-'' 

Seofrid, yes ! I'll once more rqufc me to the war, 
And fnatch her from her fate. 

Seof. Then hear the means ~ 

By which the gods preierve,your crown and lorei . 
Ofwald, of all our Saxon chief** 'the firH, 
And neareit to your brother's heart, had drawn 
The chofeii, ftrength of all the Britifb youth, 
Tender the leading of the gallant Luckte, «-. 
To fave the, pribce from your impending wrath. 
By fecret marches t^ey 'are near advane'd, > c.'f 

And meant^thb^iiS^it tor make their bold attempt- > : \ 
hang. How &YoIun this my purppfeJ " - : , *• < 
:* * E 3 Serf* 
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Seof. Thus, my lord. 
I have prevail'd their force (halljoinr with all # 
Thofe faithful Saxons, who are Hill yourfubjecls. 
Your foes, fierce Offiiand his haughty fiffer, 
Secure and infolent with new fuecefs, 
Defpifeyour numbers, and inferior ftrength, 
And may this night with eafe become your prey. 
Ofwald attends without to learn your pleafa lie, : ] ; 
And bear it to the valiant Britifh chiefe; ^ 

King. The Britons! Gods!!— the nation whkh I hale* 
That Ofwald too !— — The trairor ftill has been 
Avow'd. the flave of Aribert, bia creature, 
.His bofom, fawning parafite — No matter ; 
They ierve the prcfent purpofe of my heart, 
And I will ufc 'em now.. Taught by thy ins, 
I will look kindly on the wretch Moath, 
And fnfile on him I deftine to deftrudion. 
Bid him approach. l ' - . 

, [Exit Seofrid, and rt-tnter wttk Ofw&fd. 

Seof. The valiant Ofwald, Sir. 

King. Your friend has fpoke at large your bold defign* 
Worthy your courage, and your princely friend. 
And howio«er the meddling hand of chance ■ *' ■ 
Has fown. the- unlucky feeds of ftrife between TO* 
Yet I have Hill a brother's part in Ariberu 
Nor fhaH my , hand be. flow to lead you on, 
'Till we have driv'n thefe haughty inmates forth, 
And independent nVd that fovVeign right, 
Which our brave fathers fought to gain in Britain* 

Ofw. With honourable purpofe are we come, 
With friendly greeting from the Britons* king, 
And the fair offer of an equal peace* 
This only he demands ; fend back the troops- 
W hich, kte arrivM with Gffa, now your foe ; 
As well as his ; ,and fet your princely brother, 
With th&feir Ethelinda, &fe and fee* 
Thefe jufl conditions once confinn'd to Lucius, 
Ambrofius is the friend of Royal Hongiit. 
The BritcAsthen ihalL* join their arme withu yours^ y ; 
To drive out thefe unboipitahle guefb* - ~ ' ' * 

And leave you peaceful lord of fruitful Kxat f »-* * 

The firft pofleffion of your- warlike fathers . ti . ., * 

*%* 
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King. In friendly part/take we Bis jjrol&r'd love.' 
Bear this our fignet to the gallant Lucius, : 

[Giving bis ting to Ofwald* 
Our bond^nd pledge of peace, * which in full form 
€ We will confirm, ibon as the prefent danger 

* Is well remov'd,' and better time allows/ 

Hafte thou to join oar valiant friend* the Britons ; • 
My faithful Seofrid fhall foon attend you, : 
With full inftru&ions for your private mardr, 
And means of entrance here r with the whole order 
In which we mean t'attack the common foe. 
Ofw. I go, my lord, and Way the gods befriend us* 

[Exit. 
[The King IMr after Ofwalct then turns and water 
ttoa or tfy-ee times baftUy ere/s thefiage-. 
Serf. Ha ! whence this fudden ilart ! pifSe.1 That 
wrathful frown, > ^ * >- 
Your eyes fierce glancing 4 , and your changing vifege* 
Now pate as death, now purpled o'er with flame, 
Give me to know your paifions are at odds, 
And your whole foul is up in arms within. 

King. Oh, thou haft read me right, haft feen me well £ 
To thee I have thrown off that mafk I wo*e ;' * ' 
And now the fecret workings fcf my brain . ' * ' 
Stand all reveal^ tothcet ^Jtell thee, Seeftid* 

* There never was a medry of fuch thinking. 

* Ambition, hatred, mifebief and revenge* 

' Gather Hke clouds on clouds; and then anon, 

« Love, like a golden beam of light, moots thioug&w 

* Smiles on the§oom,andmy^ heart Bounds with plcwttre/ 
But 'tis no time for talk. Tb Siwafc* fly,; - 

My foldier and- my fervant, often try*d; 

Bid him draw out a hundred chofen horfe^ 

And hold 'em ready by the night's nVft fall. < 

Let 'em be all of courage, weltapprovM ; 

Such as dare follow wherefbe'er I lead, 

Where-e'erthis night, or fate, or love fhall bear me* 

Seof. I haften to obey you.. But, alas !- 
Might your old man have leave to fpeak his feart— 

King. I read thy care for me in all thofe fears ; 
But be not wife too much. v Oft thou haft told me, 
Love is a bafc, unmanly, wbining paffion* 

Ths* 
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Thisiughfclift^ty >lv -^ 

4 I was, 'tis true, t}ie lira o£ ggs fi# {©#$,. , . .- r ls ,£ 

* And w^itedajt an aw^ul* abjea diftance,^ 

* ReftraV^ by ic(le, T^Jes, ;yh$|i 'fcornft*! \>&pp% : 

* And fuilefcbpnpijt; 4'iftW ; &C<tt $&**»! ; < < ■ 
Noi byourgods, ^^r,^9!AK' , ;r';'. < ' * 

&*/• wftew vitt *W& &?y 4fm ywJ< ; .. . « r - 

JT/Vr*. To my heavfo, 
■ "thcli ' * ' - 



To Ethdindak arms, T^ X9(yi$^n|fi£r i . 
Whil^^<^{i^4fti^n^Vg^fl^fe^« 
And wreak my venge^nc^ 911 thff SaxpQ QS%- 

Ami^tb*frHife^<>f &<?&*>;, : .-'.•*.>* 
*T\#U} pot be hard to feize the weeping fair: 

With alL&* HWg( *Q 8p4*& Iftve. gftfetatfo 

Tftftpaf^Cy^WUi- ; -. 81.I1 3-:: v/ ! ;>;■-■ i 
&^ Ha! whither mean vqw, j, v , 

To b$n&rtm*aftif t ftas, g& {Sfg |igt,£ : /, — f , , x - 
King, tfeas Mm tfee Mg4*H?X fOjlsT^iP gQfttlje;^aj5W 
To meet the Thaj&ss in hw M&BSlial MpRf * \ < J 

Thouknow'ftlfcatfeac^teot fuokfe*pg&^ ; , 

Thither 1 mea^^ |e^ nylmdy $mK .i : i -n f* <> V 
And, in deipigfet 4 o| aHth§ eai^fe werl4r *:. >,< .i i .■ \ 
There rgftfe ifcr ajmsf ^tbig& *&<&.» , , ^ r, ' r . .r . 
Haftetoper/6r^ ; myardAr? ( j -f^^hfin^HWv j ft * 

And (hare in all the -fortune o£ *hy king* ; [^VJ5>£>* 

* &ef- F«9»i**>t wc an? ! tp v*« the Wring Wm» 

4 Andwajte decaying natune thus with thought y .< •> 

* To goad and dt&e fon in.ejenvJ rountft » J - , 

* Of reillefs racking care ; 'tis aU in vain. ,, i: , " -J \ 
« Blind goddefs,, Qhan.<3e, be&ccfpE& t S&m&IA* 

* The politicians off the worJ4may talk, -j, ; ^ 

« May make a mighty buftle w^th their forefigbt, 
«- Their fchemes and arts ; their wifdonv is thy flav^, 

' • [.&**' $e9&ifl»3 

SCENE changes to a Temple. '* \ 

Enter Arjbert and Etfyelinda;- t v .. 

w^'^a ^-^ this > ^ e l2 & of al1 our da 3$ Of fcff^W ' 
Flies fait, and ha#£ns. to fe|#iits.cp«rf ?i . , f 
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When the bleft hour of death at length U near, 
^Why doft thou mourn ? When that good time is come t 
When we {hall weep no more, but live for ever : 
In that dear place, where no misfortunes come ; 
Where -age, l and want, and ficknefs are not known, 
And where this wicked WorM (hall ceafe from troubling j 
When thick defending angels crowd the air, 
And wait with crowns of glory to reward us ; 
Why art thou fad, my love, my lord, my Aribert? 

* Ari* It comes, indeed, the cruel moment comes, 

* That muft divide our faithful loves for ever. 

4 A few fhort minutes more, ^arid both fhall perifh, 

* Sink to the place where all things are forgotten; 

* Our vouch and fair affections fhall be barren ; [' ' 

* Shall know no joy 8, which other lovers know. 
4 Shall leave no name behind u?, no pofterity. 

* Only the fad remembrance of our woes, 

* To draw a tear from each who reads ou r ftory. 
4 And doft thou alk me wherefore I am fad } 

* E$tL *Tis hard indeed, 'tis verjr hard to part. 

4 Though my heart grieves to want its heav'n ib long, 
4 Pants for its blifs, and fickens with delay ; 
4 Yet I -could be cobtent to live for thee, 

* Yes, I will o»vn thy image Hands before me, 
4 And intercepts iffy journey to the ftars, 

4 Calls back the fervent breathings of my foul 
4 To earth and thee ; with longing looks I turn, 
4 Forget my; flight, and linger here below.' 

j/rh Is it decreed by HeavVs eternal will, 
That none (hall pafs the golden 1 gates above ; 
But thofe who forr6w»bere } ? ; Muft we'be wretched ? 
Muft we bedrown'd 10 may iodd* of tears, ! 

To wafli our deep, our inborn ftains away, - 
Or never fee the faints, and taflse their joys ? 

' EtbtU The great o'er-ruling Author of our beings, 
Deals withhis creature man in various ways,] y 
Gracious and good in all 1 fome feel the rod** . 

j^nd v <w^j like us,, the father's chaining band. 
4 ' Sev*h bjnes, 1 ike $old, they ;paft the purging flame, 
4 Andaireatlaft refined 5 while gently fome 

* Stand all the paths of lite without a ri&, 

4 With honour, health, with rriends and plenty b!efsM # 
.".•** . Their 
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* Hoary at length,, and in a good old age/ 
They go declining to the grave in peace, . 
And change their pleafures here for joys above. 

« ^&-/. 1 To have fo many blefftngs heaj>'d on, rajs* 
4 Tranfcends ray wifh,. I aik'd^t on)y thee* 
Give me, Ifaid, but life and Ethejinda; 
Let us but run the common couirfe together, 
Grow, kindly ©14 in one another's arms, 
And ta^e us to thy mercy then* good Heav'n. 
But Heav'n thought tbatfeoiriuch. 
* Effaf. If our fat hopes, 
If what we va)ue moil on earth, our loves, 
Are blafted thus by death's untimely hand; > 
If nothing good remaiaff^r us b^W, , 
So much the rather Jet us > turn our thought*, 
To feek beyond the. ftars our better portion ; 
That wondVrous blifs which heav'n referves in Hon, * * 
Well to reward us for. op* loifes here ; , . * 

That blifa whicb heav'ty and^onjy hcav'n can give; 
Which "VI be ( more to, the© tfem Etbelinda, ' : 
And more to me-^Oh., >va(i.$t£e{* of happinefs.l -:. • 
Where (hall my foul mja^f foftm/or more, than Atibettl* 
Enf&JkcdQgw$«*d^V&ul0nt*^ *' * 

Rode. If, while (he lives, AUM am doqiu'd to fu&rj 
Why am Itcruel to myfelf ;-i-nNP more-: — *- '" » 

*Tis foolifl} pity -ljow fe£ure„<>£ cpnqueft . , * 

Thefoftenchanp-cf^Iool^l km bfi at f peax» ,• . .-. * 
Beat not, myheajjt, forJhe (haji Wl;tiy,viflii*. ^ 
Appear, ye prjegi, yjedr^ad^wy aroint; { ,. .% jsr. "* 
4 Ye^irjinift§ra,o£ tk*go#>_ vTOth'aM mme/v ^. ? «i *i .1 
Appear and fei»e»,yptt^ iaqriSce, . tim ChriftUn» w 1. ; 1 
Bear her to deaj^ aM let; ifccbiood atoiff,. > • > 1 ^ *.• , 
For all the raifcjueft of, bfir. eyej a^d tongue*- , • v ) 

7be SCENE dr/ttys, and dijtottirs tbe,inni 
temple. ^V/r^ 




are placed a rae$ t knot/is* axes'' Sfia oilier tnkrumeits < 

utfr/. See wl^ifciuAco^^aaay^ 

*9tfAcruel triumph had not been complete, 

c Without 

. 




Without thisp6m^3fhJ)ht)r. CoW, bejjhi; 
Tear off any robes, ana* bind me the rick ; 
Stretchout mv 'corded fine ws, •till't'Ke^'buffr/,' 
And let your knives Jrlrik deep the flowing blood. 
You (hair "behold how ^prince ought to die, 
And what' a Chriflian dares to fuller. 

[the QudrZffeize- Arlbert WEthelmda, 

P«^ Hold!-^— ; \* 

The prince's fate is yet deferr/d : the woman 
I« firft ordain'd \6 Kiiffcr. — -Ere fhe fall 
A Vittfm to our gods, Ihe mult kneel to 'em, 
Or orove the torture, 

Ttibet' I idifdain thofe 'gods; 

Ethel. 
To pro 
And lead thee on in^TTeteumbVant way. 

Ari, Aiid can my ey^s ejidure it ! to pgnold , 

Thy tender tody tofn ? thefe dear, foftarms. ' 

That oft have Wreath 'd tneirfnow^ folds about nie, 
Diftbrted, bent, irid broke with renting pain'?". 
Oh, Rodogune! 1 re^d, rekdinmy full eyes, 
More than my tongue canfpeatc, a'nd fj)ar£ my love.— " 

r RolSo. * And couldft thou find ho other name but'that ? 

« . Thy iove ! -Oh, fatal, curp,^Gnflfac11hg : flJun6 v 1* ' v 

'No, I -will fleel 'my rieart agSStt Ay pray'r, 
Andwhifpertom/ft1f¥ltn%ll^le"aMe v - 
The gods are juft atjength,* arid U*6u (halt feel 
Pains, .Cucb as I havSIJnoWn. 
'^r/.^LWrn^buT^e; ' 
Cut off this hated objed frdm j^our fi^hf. ~-^- 

Rodo. r Nor thaV^-^orltn^w that I can tod deny \ * 

* A»d male "tnee'mburn thy cbldriefs anddifdain.' 
No mire ! V\X hear no more ! 

4 l jtrL. They bind her ! fee ! 

* See with Vide cords tli^y (train her tender limbs, 

* 'Till the red .drops ftark from tneir fwelling channels, 

* And wifh frefh crimfon paint her dying palenefs. , 
4 Oh, all ye tioft of heav'ri } ye 'faints and angels ! ? 

il Ethel. Oh, lVay t*hy tears,' and mourn no more fox 

* Nor fear the Weftrafe'fs of my 'Woman's 6>ul j [me ; 

• Fo* 

Digitized by VjOOQlC 



*o THE ROYAL CONVERT. 

* For I am arm f d and equal to the combat. 
4 In vain they lavifh all their cruel arts, 

€ And bind this feeble body here in vain; 

4 The free, impaffive foul mounts on the wing r 

4 Beyond the reach of racks and tort'ring flames, 

* And fcorns their tyranny'— -Oh, follow thou I 
3e conftant to the lad, be fix'd, my Aribert. 
*Tis but a fhort, fhort paflage to the (tars. 

Oh, follow thou! Nor let. me want thee long, 
And fearch the blifsful regions round in vain* 

. , [Solemn mufc. 
1 Enter an Officer. " i 

4 Qffi. Arm, royal maid, and take to your defence, 
4 The king with fudden fury fallies forth, 

* And drives our outmoft guards with foulconfunon, 

* Rodo. The king ! what frenzy brings the tnadman on 

* Thus headlong to his fate ? But let him come, 

4 His death (hall fill my triumph— wealth and honours, 
' The nobleft, beft reward, fliall wait the man, 

* Whole lucky fword fhall take his hated head., 

Enter a feaond Officer ■, bis fword drawn. 
idOffi. Hengift is here ; he bears down all before him : 
The Britons too have join'd their arms to his, , 

And this way bend their force. 

Rodo, Fly to my brother, [To her Attendants. 

And call him to our aid. 

[Shouts within, and clafbing of /words. 
King* [JVitbin.] Slave, give roe way, 

* Or I will tear thy foul* 

Sold* [JPlthin.] You pafs not here. 

Serf. XWitbin.] What, know'ft thou not the king ?— 

Oh, curfed villain ! , 

Enter the King wounded, Seofrid, Ofwald, and Soldiers 

with their Jwords drawn. Ofwald runs to Aribert. 

Seof. Perdition on his hand--you bleed^ my lord 1 

King. My blood flows raft — W hat, can I languish now ! 
So near my wifh — lend me thy arm, old Seofrid, 
Tojbear me to her — ha ! bound to the rack ! 
3Vf ercilefe dogs — ye mofl pernicious Haves ! 
4 And ftand, ye (lupid, haggard and aihaz'jl!!' 
Fly, fwift as thought, and fet her fr<ee this moment, . 
4 Or by my injur'd love, a name more fifcreel ' 

« than 
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* Than all your fira$ton knows, your gods and you, 

* Your temples, altars, and youriwly Siftnte, 

* Your holy trumpery ihall bfcae*roget her;' ^> 

\Tbey unbfoiW&kvXxtAu 
Rode. ' Tis vain to raveand curie my fortune now* 

Thou native greatnefs of my foul befriend me, 

And help me now:to bear it as I ought. 

King. The feeble lamp of life (hall lend its blaze, 

To fight mc— thus far— -only— and no farther. 

{Falling at Ethelilida's ,/£*/• 

Yet I look up, and gaze on thofe bright eyes^ 

As if I hop'dto gather heat from thence, 

Such as might feed the vital Same for ever. 

JE/Z^Z. Alas ! you faint! your hafly breath comes {hort, 

And the red dream rims gufliing from your bread. 

Call back your thoughts from each deluding paflion, 

* And wing your parting foul for her lad flight ; 
€ Call back your thoughts to all your former days, 
To every unrepented a6fc of evil ; 

And fadly deprecate the wrath divine. 

King. Oh, my fair teacher, you advife in vain; 

* The gods and I have done with one another. 

4 This, night I meant to rival them in happinefs. 
c Spightof my brother, and thy cruel coldnefs, 

* This night I meant t'have pad within thy arms. 

* Ethel. Oh, horror ! • 

* King* But 'tis gone.* Thofe envious gods 
Have done their word, and blafted all my hopes ; 
They have defpoil'd me of my crown and life, * 

By a Have's hand But I forgive 'em that. 

Thee— they have robb'd me of my joys in thee < 

Have trod me down to wither in the grave. ■ ■ 

Scof. My mader, and my king ! 
King. Old man, no more : 
T have not leifure for thy grief — Farewel 
Thou, Aribert (halt live, and wear my Crown- 
Take it, and be more bled with it than I was. 
But Ethelinda, die too fliall be thine : 

That that's too much. This world has nothing in it 

So good to give — the next may have— —I know not — 

[The King dies. 
Art. * There fled the fierce, untam'd, difdainful foul/ 
Turn thee from death, and rife, my gentle love ; 

JF A 
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A day of comfort feems to dawn upon tis, 

And Heav'n, at length, is gracious to our wifhes. ' • 

Ethel. So numberleis have been my daily fears, ; J 
And fuch'the terrors of my fleeplefs nights, 
That ftill, methinks, I doubt th* uncertain happinefs : 
Tho' at the mafic of thy voice, I own 
My foul is huih'd, it finks into a calm, 
And takes fure omen of its peace from thee, 

Ofw. To end your doubts, your brother, the brave 
\ : ' Lucius, [To Ethel. 

Will foon be here— ev'ri now he fends me word j 
Fierce Offa and the Saxons fly before him ; 
The conqu'rmg Britons fence you round from danger, 
* And peace and fafety wait upon' your loves. 

Ar. Nor you, fair princefs, frown upon our happinefs 5 
Still {hall my grateful heart retain your goodnefs, 
And ftill be mindful of the life you gave. * 

Nor muft you think yourfelf a pris'ner here : 
Whene'er you fhall appoint, a guard attends, 
To wait you to your brother's camp with honour. 

Rod* Yes, I will go ; fly, far as earth can bear me, 
From thee, and from the face of man for ever. 
Curs'd be your fex, the caufe of all our forrows ; 
Curs'd be yourJooks, your tongue?, and )our falfe arts, 
That cheat our eyes, and wound our eafy hearts ; 

* Curs'd may you be, for all the pains you give, 

* And for the fcanty pleafures we receive }' 
Curs'd be your brutal pow'r, your tyrant fway, 
By which you bend, and force us to obey. 
Oh, nature ! partial goddefs lend thy hand, 

Be juft for once, and equal the command ; 
Let woman, once, be miftrefs in her turn, *% 

Subdue mankind "beneath her haughty* fcorn, v 

And fmile to fee the proud oppreflbr mourn. J 

[Exit Rodogune." 
Ojli\ The winds (he'll fcatter all thofe idle curies 
Far, faraway from you, while every, blefllng 
Attends to crown you. From your happy nuptials, 
From royal Aribert, of Saxon race, 

JoinM to the faireft of the Britim dames, ; 

JVlethinks I read the people's future happinefs ; 
And Britain takes its pledge of peace from you. 
EtbeU Nor are thofe pious hopes of peace in vain ; 
± j Siace 
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Since J Jiave.oft^n hearo 1 a, holy fage , 
Jt venerable, old, and faint-like hermit, 

* With vifions often blejs'd, and oft in thought 

* Rapt to the higheft, brighreft feats above,' 
Thus, with divine,, prophetic knowledge fill'd, 
Difclofe the wonders of the times to come : 

* Of royal race a Britifli queen (hall rife, 

4 Great, gracious, pious, fortunate and wife ; 

* To diftant lands (he (hall extend her fame, 

* And leave to latter times a mighty name : 

* Tyrants (hair fall, and faithleis kings (hall bleed, 

* An&groaning nations by her arms be freed. 

4 But chief this happy land her care mail prove, 
4 And find from her a more than mother's love. 

* From hoftile rage (he (hall preferve it free, 
4 Safe in the compafs of her ambient fea : 

* Tho* fam'tl her arms in many a cruel fight, •* 
•'"Yet moft in peaceful arts (he (hall delight, v 
r And her chief glory ihall be to united J 
4 Picls, Saxons, Angles (hall no more be known, 

4 But Britoi* be the noble name alone. 

*• With jqv their ancient hate they mail forego, 

4 While difcord hides her baleful head below : 

4 Mercy, and truth, and right (he (hall maintain, 

4 And ev'ry virtue croud to grace her reign : ' 

4 Aufpicious Heav'n on all her days maU (mile, 

4 And with eternal union blefs her Britifli i(le. f 

One general Jlate this "nation Jball arife, 

In arms unrivaWd, and in councils wife ; 

Pitts, Saxons, Angles ■, Jhall no more he known > 

But Brita'nbe the noble name atone ; 

To diftant lands JbeJtaU extend her fame. 

And leave* to lateft times^ a glorious name ; 

Her naval potv'rsjball rule the circling fia % * . 

And all her children Jball be brave and five. 



[Exeunt* 



End t>f the Fifth Act. 
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EPILOGUE. 

Spoken by Ethelinda, 

O^/fE butnefc of the day being now gone through 

"* J quit the faint, and am like one of you \ 

As well to hoi to, tbo % not quite Jo good*, 

J bate injhirk, but keep my fief* and blood. 

The moral of this flay being rightly foann'd, 

Js, be that leaves its nown dear wife is damsid. 

J leave to you to make the application ; 

the doRrine, tbo Y a little out ofjfajSeb*, 

May be of ufttoi, this fame finful nation. 

What think you of the matter t Wkkhefytn 

Would for hisffoufe, like my tr^t turtle dot , 

When wealth and beaup both at onee importune, 

Who would not leave Si* wife, tovaake bit fortune t 

To fame, I know ii may appear but oddfy* 

That this place, of ail «A^ JkwU turn gpdfr ; 

But what of that? Jnee fern* good feUtt there a*e h 

Would gladly be infiruSod any where z 

Nor JbeuUyoufcer*ik**V9eahufo$ 

The Wifcfl mm is not the aklefi preacbtt*. 

Mv'n we, poor women * have fZmejvnes the pernor p 

Mead as you are, and tick set' learnings flare, 

To teach you men- what you ne'er knew before, 

To no entbufiqftif rags We JweM, 

Nor foam, nor a& TemTumbter on* of «<*& 

But the* we don't pretend to injbiration, n 

Tet like the prophets of a neighbour nation^ \ 

Our teaching chiefly lies in agitation* J 

Perhaps, indeed, fkch areyonr wandering brains, 

Our author might have Jpar'd bis tragic pains ; 

By that you've fupp'd, and are Jet in to drinking, 

Some fmettr matters will employ your thinking j 



} 
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EPILOGUE. 6$ 

With nymphs divine, writ on each glafs before ye 9 
Tou'll be out little better for ourjlory* 

But fince the farting hour y tho 9 late, will come 9 *J 

And all of you , at leafi } as I prefume^ > 

May find fome kind, inftru&ive Jhe at home y J 

Then curtain leHures will, I hope y be ready •* 
Tho/e morals then, which from jour thoughts were Jled r i 

Shall be put home to you 9 and taught a-bed+ J 
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THE TREASURY ; or, Repofitory of Politics anal 
Literature for 1770- The materials which thefe 
volumes contain are the moft au hentic monuments by 
which to arrive at the truth of thofe tranfa&ions and 
events which have fo much agitated the prefent times* 
and which are fo likely to attract the attention of future 
aj^s. % vols. j>rice ias.. 

REMAftfcS on the ENGLISH LANGUAGE; 
being a detection of many improper expreffion* 
%rffed in converfation, and of many others to be found 
in authors. By R.Baker* 

" Mr. Baker, the author of thefe remarks, ha* 
*' pointed out a great number of improper exprenlons, 
*• which we frequently hear in converfation, or meet 
'* With in book*; and has fiibjoined many ufeful ob» 
** fervations." Critical Review. Price 12s.. 

f\I§CWRSBS on the feveral eftates of man oii 
XJ EARTH, in HEAVEN, and HELL, deduce4 
from rfcafon and revelation, as they have been repeatedly 
delivered to crowded congregations in the abbey church 
at Bath, and at St» Stephen's, Walbrook, London* 
ftrice 2s. 6d. 

THE HISTORY of Sk WILLIAM HARRING- 
TON* Written fome y«ars fince, and revifed* 
corrected, and improved, by the late Mr. Samuel Rich- 
afdfon, author of Famila, Clafifla, Sir Charles Grand!* 
feo t &c, m four volumes. Price lis. 

This inteveiting work, befides a very extenflve 
fale at home, has been circulated through Scotland,. 
Ireland > France and Germany. It has been gene- 
rally allowed not unworthy a fuuation in all Jibra- 
iK:8 f a» a fuppfement to Richardfon*s excellent 
writings; and the encouragement it has met, plainly 
demonffrates the approbation wherewith it has been* 
lead. 

To this new edition an explanatory index Is ad* 
4ed by the editor, wUo take* this means of retufrrimj 
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Bo eh puhlifbcd iy J. Bell. 

bis fincere thanks to the public, for the indulgent re- 
ception the work has been favoured with, and allures 
them every care (hall be taken within h ; s ability, to 
render it ftill more deferring of their attention. 

THE UNIVERSAL CATALOGUE. Containing 
a concife review of every new publication of the' 
preceding month, on the plan of the French catalogues; 
together with an abflraft of the opinions of both Criti- 
cal and Monthly Reviews, and every other periodical 
work (of which there are many) that undertake to give 
an account of. new books. As thefe opinions are 
ranged under each o'her, gentlemen will thus be better 
able to judge of the merit of any piece, than by a fight 
of a few ill-chofen extra&s, felected by one prejudiced, 
or incompetent reviewer. Befides, as the authors of 
this work do not intend to confine themfelves to a cer- 
tain number of pages, no publication of the preceeding 
month will be omitted; an advantage the public hat 
ijot hitherto experienced, as books have not beeri re- 
viewed till fome months after they have been out. 

EDWARD and ELEONORA, a tragedy as it ia 
performed at the Theatre-Royal, Covent-Garden. 
Written by Thomson, and altered by Thomas Hull, 
Price is. , 

THE PRODIGAL SON, an Oratorio; written by 
Mr. HuLL, of Covent-Garderi Theatre, and fet 
tp mufic by .Dr, Arnold. A new and improved edi- 
tion, embellifhed with a beautiful engraving adapted 
to the fubject, Price is. 

RICHARD PL ANTAG ENET, a Legendary Tale ; 
written by Mr. Huli,, who has takes uncommon 
pains in {electing every curious particular in his power* 
that might tend to confirm the authenticity of the ftory* 
u^hich. is founded on a very lingular and pathetk pvent* 
Mr. Sherwin has finifhed the einbelliihment, undes 
the immediate inspection of the celebrated Bartolozzi, 
in a ftile that will attract critical approbation. The 
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iebjc&fa an aife&ing. interview between two principal 
Charadcrs in the Poem, and the effed mull irrefiftibly 
plea£b every judicious eye. Q»arto, on very large and 
fine paper* 2s. 6d. 

THE FRIENDS ; or Original Letters of a perfbn 
deceased; now firft published from the manu- 
feript in his correfpondent's hands* In two volumes^ 
price 6s. bound, 

A New Edition, being the Sixth, Price *s. 6<L De- 
dicated, by PermiiHon, to Lord Viicount Ligo- 
aier. PRINCIPLES of POLITENESS. Parti. By 
the late Lord CBESTERFIELD. Methodized and 
digested under diflincl heads* with Additions* by the 
Rev, Dr«JQHN TRUSLEti. Containing every in- 
ftru&ion neceflary to complete the Gentleman and Man 
•f Famion, , to teach him a knowledge of life, and mate 
him weir Keeled in ail companies. For the improve- 
ment of youth,, yet not btnesth. the attention of any* 
Alfo by the fame Author, the Fourth Edition, price 
H. 6d. Addrefled to and calculated for Yoong ZicHes* 

\* Ax the. requeft of feveral Private Tutors and 
Matters of Academies* the two preceding articles are 
tra-nflated into French, in a* ctafikal and elegant Hile, by 
the CHEVALIER DE SAU8EUIL, ia two vohu 
Price 7s« bound, Allowance to thofc who take a dozen 
fets. 

AN ESSAY on GLANDULAR SECRETION % 
con taming an experimental cn$u£ry into the for- 
mation of PUS, and a critical examination into ah opi- 
nion of Mr. John Hunter's, " That the blood is alive.** 
By JAMES HENDY, M. D. Price %%. 

Am EASY WAY to PROLONG LIFE. Part I. 
The Third Edition, Price as, Being a Chemical 
Analyfis, or, * An Enquiry into the nature and proper- 
ties of aft kind* of Foods," how far they are wholeftfln* 
aid agree with different conftitutioas. Written fo a* 
to-be intelligible to every capacity.. By a Medical Gen. 
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T tleman. Alfo, Part IT, Price* is. 6d. Containing many 
falutary ohfervations on exercife, fkep, drinking, fmoak- 
ing, bleeding, dram drinking, and the utility of taking 
phyfic in the fpring, 

THE (ECONOMIST. The Thirteenth Edition. 
Price is. Shewing in a variety of eftimates from 
8ol. a year to upwards of 8ool. how comfortably and 
genteely a family may live with frugality for a little 
money ; together with the cheapeft method of keeping 
horfes. 

%* An attention to thefe eftimates will infallibly 
tend to the comfort and happinefs pf thoofands, a* 
they will teach the reader how to make a little go a 
great way, and (hew him what expences he may enter 
into connftent with his fortune and fituation in life. 

HENRY II. or, The FALL of ROSAMOND, a 
Tragedy, as performed at the Theatre-Royal, 
Covent-Garden, by T. Hull. Price is. 6d. 

GENUINE LETTERS from a GENTLEMAN 
to a YOUNG LADY, his pupil, calculated to 
form the Tafte, regnlate the Judgment, and improve 
the Morals. Written fome years fmce, now firft revifed 
and publifhed, with Notes and 111 uft rations. By Mr. 
Thdm as Hull, of the Theatre Royal, CovetsuGprdeni 
In two neat volumes, price 6s. 

TEN MINUTES ADVICE to a every GENTLE- 
MAN going to purchtfe a borfe out of a dea'cr, 
jockey, of groom's ftable; in which are laid down-efta- 
blifhed rules for difcovering the perfections and blemifhes 
of that noble animal. Price is. 

ADAM'S TAIL,- or, The FIRST METAMOR^ 
PMOSIS, a poem. Price as. 

PANTHEONITES, a dramatic entertainment, as 
performed at the Theatres Royal, London, with. 
uaiverfal applaufe. Price is. 
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THE PHGENIX, or the HISTORY of POLY- 
ARCHUS and ARGENIS. Tranflated from the 
Latin. By a Lady. 4 vols. Price 12s. 

* fc The public ishereprefented with a new tranflation 
4 « of that fine old romance Barclay's Argenis. The 
4< original has been well known to the learned thefe one 
4< hundred and fifty years ; and for the accommodation 
44 of the mere Englifh reader?, two verfions of it, in 
44 our language, were given in the courfe of the lafl 
44 century ; but the ilyle of thefe is grown too obfelete 
44 for the pieient age. 

44 The editor, as (he chufes to ftyle hcrfelf, rather 
44 than tranflator, has prefixed to the work, a very ju» 
44 dicious account of the author's defign, and of the 
44 merit of his performance; which is, as fhe well ob- 
44 ferves, a romance, an allegory, and a fyftem of po- 
44 litics. Confidered as an inveftigation of the various 
14 forms of government, and of the moll proper reme- 
4c dies-for the political diflempers of a (late, it will cer- 
« 4 tainly be thought a work of great merit, if we make 
44 due allowance for the time in which it was written. 
44 But if regarded only as a work of moral. entertain- 
44 ment, it will be allowed to (land in the forernoft rank 
44 of the old romances, facred to chivalry and virtue. 
• 4 In brief, to uft the words of the ingenious editor,— 
4< Barclay's Argenis affrrds fuch variety of enrertain- 
4 * ment, that every kind of reader may find in it fome- 
44 thing fuitable to h : s own tafle and difpofition. The 
44 ftatefrnan, the philofopher, the foldier, the lover, 
44 the citizen, the friend of mankind, each may gratify 
44 his favourite propenfity ; while the readier who comes 
44 for amufement only, will not go aw;<y disappointed." 

Monthly Review. 

THE UNIVERSAL BOTANIST, NURSERY- 
MMN, and G^RDENUR ; containing descriptions 
of the fpecits and varieties if all the trees, fhrubs, 
hrrbs, flowers, and fruits, natives and exotics, at 
preftnt cultivated in the liinpean nurferics, green- 
houfes and (loves, or described by modern Botanifls, &c. 
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Illuftratcd with correct and elegant botanical copper* 
plates, by Richard Weftoik Efq. 

" Botany is indeed a ftudy of fuch general importance 
94 to mankind, that it would be no eafy talk to draw 
u the line ihat could limit the bounds of its utility, 
** The very fenfible aathor of the performance now be* 
** fore us hath enumerated feme particulars of this kind ; 
€i but to fpecify all would be a vain attempt. What 
** he has obferved, however, in his introduction, is 
u juft, and pertinent. 

'* An univerfal catalogue of vegetable productions is 
•« a work of fo extenfive a nature, that, to render it 
€i ufeful, it ought to be executed with as much brevity 
** a9 poflible; and a proper attention to this <.kcum- 
fe «* ftance is a principal qualification of that before us, 
f 9i which appears to contain a larger variety of the va- 
** rious fpecies of plants and fhrubs than other perform* 
•« ances of the kind. The author has reftri&ed himfeif 
€< to the JM^tf hara&eriftic defcriptions of each vege- 
** tabley'SjthcRt fwelling his work with a multiplicity 
*« of fynonymous names. The Englifli ones, however, 
*' are annexed to the description of every fpecies, which 
<4 is another conliderable circumftance in favour of this 
** work." Critical Review. Two volumes. Price 12s. 

A HISTORY and DEFENCE of MAGNA CHAR- 
TA. By Dr. Samuel Johnfon ; containing alfo a 
fliort account of the rife and progrefs of national free- 
dom, from the invafion of Caefar to the prefent times. 
. ** This is a very ufeful publication, particularly at 
* 4 the prefent period, when Hie nature of our conftitu- 
" tipn is fo much the fubject of animadverfion. The 
** author, together with the original charter, has given 
44 an Englifh tranflation for the benefit of his unlearned 
** readers, and a circumftantial account of the manner 
44 in which this facred Palladium of Englilh liberty was 
44 originally obtained from king John. He compleats 
4i the whole with an eflay on parliaments from their 
44 origin in England, and their half-yearly exiftence, 
4< to their feptennial duration, and difplays no lefs an 
** extenfive fund of knowledge, than a laudable exact- 
"** nefs in the courfe of his relation.*' Lond. Mag, 
The fecond edition, Price 5s. jd» in boards. 
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